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FOREWORD 


Where to begin? Where to end? More importantly, where does any of 
this madness end? From grooming gangs to covid conspiracies, from 
national lockdowns to the organised silencing of anyone with an 
‘alternative’ viewpoint, it feels like the world has been losing its 
mind. And that’s not showing any signs of slowing down either. 

It’s coming up to nine years since I left the English Defence 
League. If you hadn’t noticed, that seems to be part of my name now. 
‘Stephen Yaxley-Lennon, aka Tommy Robinson, the founder of the 
English Defence League’. Anyone else get bored of reading that? 

The fact is that I’ve been arrested, jailed and generally persecuted 
far more in the years since I left the EDL than I ever was while in it. 
Looking back, I wonder if that’s because the State still had hopes of 
recruiting me to their cause? Because they tried. And since I refused 
that ‘kind’ offer (at the cost to me of £125,000) they’ve cranked up 
the pressure, year after year. It’s ironic that since becoming an 
independent journalist I’ve obviously been seen as a bigger threat to 
the State than I ever was when addressing a few thousand people at a 
rally in a town or city centre near you. 

It’s more than six years since the publication of my first book 
Enemy of the State and there is so, so much to tell. It’s been a long 
time since I had any faith at all in the British justice system. That 
won't surprise you. But still, it’s something that’s hammered home 
virtually every time I come face-to-face with the law. No matter what 
the legal advice I’ve had, or what was thought to be the strength of 
my case, judge after judge manages to ignore or twist the facts to suit 
his or hers — or the State’s — agenda. 

You notice I say ‘judge’ and not ‘jury’. I don’t get the benefit of 
appearing before one of those. Just a judge, or two in the case of my 
contempt of court charge. On that occasion the judiciary basically 
had to re-write the law in order to find a way to declare me guilty. 
No, I’m not joking. I even got a threatening letter a while afterwards, 
warming me that I was in danger of falling foul of the new 


1 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


interpretation of contempt. The letter referenced my own previous 
case as being the legal precedent. You couldn’t make it up. 

If I was a bit of a one-off regarding how far the State would go to 
shut me up, I think recent times have shown that I’m not alone now. 
Anyone with an opinion on gender, on Black Lives Matter, on 
legitimate protests against lockdowns or vaccine mandates, boom, 
silenced. Just the basic right to free speech — again, shut down, 
silenced. Stamped on. From a simple Facebook ban or removal of a 
Twitter account, all the way to a policeman’s baton and handcuffs, 
we’re seeing honest, upstanding citizens persecuted on a daily basis 
and it’s all around the world. 

Love him or hate him, the fact that social media companies could 
see fit to silence the President of the United States — as Donald 
Trump still was when they banned him — goes to show how one- 
sided the agenda is and what lengths they will go to. When they cross 
that line of silencing the leader of the ‘free’ world, there’s not much 
further they could possibly go. 

My battleground is mostly here in England but as we roll through 
2022 you just have to look at events in Australia, Canada, some US 
states, Austria, Germany, Holland, Italy and others. Governments the 
world over are declaring war on their own citizens. One result of that 
however is that more and more of us are waking up to what’s going 
on with this march towards totalitarian police states. 

If you’re not worried by the direction of travel, maybe you need 
to try switching off the BBC and the rest of the State-sponsored 
mainstream media for a while. Try following some of the alternative 
voices out there, because there are plenty of truth-tellers. Go find 
them. 

I’m not sure I have any lessons or answers for people, but if only 
in setting the record straight — because my side of a story is never 
given — I feel it’s important to put this out there. 

Where to start? With a court case I suppose, where else? 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


1 — SILENCED BY THE STATE 


There were a few moments during my libel trial at the Royal Courts 
of Justice in London in April 2021 when, just for a minute, I began to 
believe in the British legal system. I thought I had a chance of 
winning. I thought truth would prevail. I fooled myself that for once, 
just one time out of so many, a judge might actually come down on 
my side. 

What’s the saying — it’s the hope that kills you? We had a long 
wait before being disappointed though. After the case dragging on 
for more than two years we’d finally got to court for a week in April. 
For some reason I’d thought the judge would give his verdict at the 
end of the trial, but no. His clerk told us it might be a month, even 
two, before we got a judgement. Still, as we made our way out of 
court on to the top of Fleet Street, it all felt pretty positive. 

On the pavement outside I did a quick interview with a couple of 
friendly social media guys. Some bloke in a wheelchair stopped to 
shout a mouthful of abuse at me. A passing black cab driver banged 
his horn and gave us a big thumbs up and a grin. Welcome to my 
world. 

Three months later, on the morning of Thursday July 22"4, the 
same few of us sat or stood about, waiting for an email to ‘ping’ on 
my mobile phone. The decision was supposed to arrive at 10am. We 
weren’t in court for the verdict which had been due to be delivered in 
person three days previously. Apparently the judge, Mr Justice 
Matthew Nicklin, was having to isolate over covid. 

At the time I thought that was a fair enough reason. In hindsight, I 
reckon it was complete bullshit. It was just another con, just like the 
whole trial we’d been through. Just like the whole two-and-a-half 
years that had led up to it. We’d had to submit a list to the court of 
the people who would be attending for the verdict and I’d included 
some of our young witnesses and their parents. I think Nicklin 
bottled out of facing not just me, but the young people he was about 
to condemn as complete liars. 
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As the minutes ticked down to 10am, I was with two friends who 
had helped me through the trial with taking witness statements, 
preparing for the whole process of giving speeches to the court, 
cross-examining the other side, all of that stuff. There were literally 
thousands and thousands of pages of evidence. We’d also worked on 
what questions to put to the brave young people who had come down 
from a small village outside Huddersfield in Yorkshire to testify. 

I know how daunting sitting in a court room is. I’ve had plenty of 
experience. These young people hadn’t. They had volunteered to put 
themselves through a massive ordeal in order that the truth — their 
truth — could be heard by a nation that had been deaf, dumb and blind 
to it. A nation that still is. 

We’d been sitting around anxiously waiting for the judgement to 
drop in for more than an hour. It was a full three months since Judge 
Nicklin had concluded the trial in Court 73 at the Royal Courts of 
Justice. Just to put things in perspective for you, the RCJ is an 
impressive place that has 76 courtrooms. We’d previously had an 
appearance in Court 76, but apparently it wasn’t available for the 
trial itself. I’m told libel trials are usually held in the far larger and 
more impressive Court 13. That’s where the serious libel trials are 
held. If we’d been shoved any further out of the way we’d have been 
out back with the rubbish bins. 

But then again Judge Nicklin had made it clear he found this 
entire pantomime exactly that — a bit of a circus. Nicklin left no one 
in the room in any doubt that he was the slightly pissed-off 
Ringmaster. 

During one of the hearings when evidence and witnesses were 
being considered, with the judge deciding what was and wasn’t 
relevant, he had said something which I thought at the time could be 
good news for us: “I don’t want things being brought before a High 
Court that should have been settled in a High School,” or words to 
that effect. I thought ‘Amen, he gets that this is entirely bullshit, it 
should never have got this far’. Except it had. 

After all, I didn’t make the actual allegations against the young 
man behind the libel claim, Jamal Hijazi. I’d just repeated what had 
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been said about his own alleged behaviour, matters which, as you’ll 
shortly understand, I am silenced from ever repeating. 

As we waited though, on that Thursday morning, as we went over 
the key points of the trial itself, we were more and more convinced 
that we had to win at least a partial victory. I know what you’re 
thinking — yeah, right Tommy. A judge really is going to come down 
in your favour. 

But we did. There were two things being complained about by the 
Claimant — Jamal Hijazi. We’d managed to convince ourselves we 
had to succeed in defending at least one of the two parts of the libel 
suit, if not the entire case. How naive can you be? But we did 
believe. We honestly did. 

The clock hit 10am. Then 10.01. And 10.02, 10.03 etc. Still no 
email, no verdict. I messaged the judge’s clerk to find out what was 
going on. It’s difficult to explain how wound-up you can be in 
moments like that. It’s worth mentioning here though, that for once I 
wasn’t waiting to find out if a judge was going to send me to prison. 
That wasn’t on the cards in a libel case, which is a ‘civil’ matter. The 
anxiety at waiting for the result was every bit as bad though. 

But back to those reasons why we sat around a kitchen table 
feeling hopeful. If you’re not familiar with the case itself, let me give 
you a brief background. In October 2018 two schoolboys at 
Almondbury Community School outside Huddersfield got into a bit 
of a ruck at lunchtime on the school field. It was filmed on a phone 
by another pupil. A white boy was pictured grabbing a smaller Syrian 
boy — they were actually in the same school year — and pushing him 
to the ground, then emptying part of his lunchtime water bottle in the 
Syrian kid’s face while shouting “What are you saying now, what are 
you saying now?” 

The incident was dealt with by the school. The police were 
informed and investigated, the local Kirklees Council looked into it 
because it was a Syrian refugee involved and they had already had 
quite a number of reasons to intervene with the Hijazi family. But in 
this case at least, all agreed — it was a schoolboy spat, nothing more, 
no one had been hurt, and there was certainly no racist element. 
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Indeed, as people found out later, the white boy had mixed-race 
sisters. Not that a single person in the MSM — mainstream media — 
was interested in that. The white lad was given a disciplinary slap on 
the wrist, case closed, really nothing to see here, move along. 

But then a month later someone made the video clip public, it 
went viral in hours and literally exploded onto front pages and news 
headlines. Suddenly the white boy was racist scum, the MSM 
worldwide jumped on the bandwagon, and within a few days the 
‘victim’ had pocketed the top side of £150,000 from a crowd-funding 
effort. 

Big-mouth Piers Morgan was front of the queue as you’d expect, 
using his national television platform to call down “severe 
retribution” on this “scum” of a racist bully, who was supposedly 
‘waterboarding’ a terrified Syrian refugee. There’s no-one more up 
himself than the BBC’s Jeremy Vine who joined the haters at arm’s 
length, kind of holding his nose while inviting his listeners to join the 
hate campaign. 

My problem? That not a single one of them knew anything about 
what had really happened, or the background to it. They weren’t 
interested. They had the version that suited their narrative. No further 
questions or answers required. 

As is the way with social media these days, plenty of those boys’ 
fellow pupils and even parents had their own views, both on the 
incident, previous incidents, and the characters of the two boys. 
Some people made their own pretty serious allegations about Jamal 
Hijazi. Those were the allegations I repeated on social media, when I 
questioned the complete absence of any balance or interest in the 
background of the incident. 

There was certainly only one outcome on the streets of 
Almondbury, which was the victimisation of an innocent family and 
the entire school community. Within a few weeks a number of senior 
schoolteachers had been thrown on a bonfire as part of a backside- 
covering exercise of massive proportions. 

First to be victimised though was the young white lad and his 
family. Within hours of the video deliberately being sent around the 
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world gangs of Muslim men from across the north of England were 
patrolling the village streets intent on blood. 

The lad, his mum and sisters had to take refuge first at their 
grandmother’s home, before West Yorkshire Police were forced to 
get them out of the area. The law’s idea of ‘safety’ was to take them 
to a 2-star dump in the shittiest part of Leeds, literally around the 
corner from the area’s most radical mosque. You could be forgiven 
for thinking the police were in on it too. 

On the way to the hotel the kids’ mum was reading online reviews 
alleging drug dealing and prostitution at their temporary supposed 
‘refuge’ and told the police not to bother. The family ended up going 
into hiding alone and even now I don’t think their life is anything 
like it was. I know it isn’t. I doubt it ever will be. 

None of this got any traction in the media, even when it came out 
at the trial. You would have laughed at the look on my face on day 
one of the trial, when Hijazi’s platoon of a QC, barrister and two 
solicitors produced their opening statement. This was right before 
Hijazi and his borderline mad father gave their evidence. The press 
seats in Court 73 were full to capacity as the world was told of 
Tommy Robinson’s evil intent and the saintly innocence of 
victimised Jamal and his father Jihad. No, I’m not joking there either. 
His dad’s name is Jihad, as in ‘kill the kuffar’ Jihad. Like I said, you 
couldn’t make some of this shit up. 

Pd prepared an opening statement, thinking I’d get to outline my 
defence while the media were present. I wasn’t, and Judge Nicklin 
said I’d get my chance the next day and the MSM would be there to 
report it. He even kept a straight face, which was more than I 
managed as I looked at the press seats. Because, surprise, surprise, 
the next day and for the rest of the proceedings the only ‘journalists’ 
present were an occasional reporter from the Press Association and 
some Tommy-hater from a Far-Left website. They had the version of 
the trial they wanted, they’d pass on the rest until the verdict came 
in. 

Still, Judge Nicklin at least would get to hear my version even if 
the world wasn’t going to hear a word. Five brave young people 
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were going to come and front up to the British judicial system. 
Unfortunately, the main player in the case — Jamal Hijazi, not me — 
wouldn’t be there to face his accusers. I mentioned earlier that there 
were a few moments when we thought things were going our way. 
That was one of them. 

In his dad Jihad’s statement describing how the family’s life had 
been destroyed by the incident on the school field (with no mention 
of the £150k they’d pocketed), he said he would rather have seen his 
entire family perish during the war in Syria, than go through that 
again. Seriously. A splash of water on his lad’s face in a playground 
spat and good old Jihad would rather his wife and kids face an Assad 
firing squad. 

When I asked him about that in cross-examination, Jihad kind of 
had a change of heart. He said, well, at least he wished he had died in 
Syria than endure his son’s so-called ordeal. Having said that, in 
documentary evidence that the court saw Jihad also threatened the 
local authority, Kirklees Council, that he would kill himself unless 
they brought his mother over from Syria to join the family in their 
fully state-funded Yorkshire home. 

When Jamal gave evidence himself he denied anything and 
everything. The 94 negatives on his school reports were dismissed as 
either outright lies or mistakes by an entire racist school 
establishment. Denial after denial. Didn’t happen, someone made it 
up, didn’t happen, someone made it up, he’d been tricked into 
misbehaving ... on and on. 

One incident referred to while I was questioning Jamal involved a 
much younger victim who came to court testify about it. I’m not 
allowed to repeat it, but Jamal told the court that during the alleged 
incident he’d given his schoolbag to a friend who was watching what 
happened. 

I asked why that friend wasn’t in court to back up Jamal’s story? 
No reply. The fact was Jamal never presented a single witness to 
challenge a single one of these claims about his behaviour. Not one. 
If he had, maybe we wouldn’t have ended up in court in the first 
place. But there wasn’t a single positive statement from a teacher, a 


8 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


support worker, a fellow pupil, no one. And that was pretty much that 
from Jamal Hijazi, because he never came back to court. 

That first morning one of the Hijazi barristers, a properly arrogant 
arsehole by the name of Ian Helme, spent most of it just staring 
angrily at a friend who had driven us to court and was sitting a row 
behind me. We’d no idea what Helme’s performance was about, but 
when we came back after the first day’s lunch break, Judge Nicklin 
was steaming. 

Apparently Hijazi’s lawyers had been emailing the judge saying 
their client felt threatened by someone in my small group. We hadn’t 
a clue what was going on, but that was obviously what Helme’s 
performance was about. 

Nicklin said we’d nothing to worry about and he ripped into their 
lawyers because apparently court protocol is for the Defendant to be 
included in any communications with the judge/court. And they 
hadn’t. Their senior barrister Caitlin Evans QC was forced to 
apologise, but went on to say that it explained why her client 
wouldn’t be attending court any more. He wasn’t showing up and not 
because he didn’t want to face his accusers, but because he was 
apparently terrified of a wealthy middle-aged businessman who’d 
been kind enough to drive us to court. 

I always thought it was a basic part of British justice, that an 
accuser has to face the accused and all that. It seemed Nicklin 
thought so too. He actually said to me, “I suppose you’ll know all 
about how intimidating it can be to come to court.” I nodded my 
agreement, “Yes, my Lord.” Evans said, “Well, if the Claimant isn’t 
present in court My Lord, you know why.” 

Hijazi’s lawyers looked really rattled. If anything spoke to his 
character, this was it. Or so I thought. But then again it never really 
was about Jamal Hijazi. It was about Muslim radicals, their 
establishment cronies and the latest attempt to bring me down. If I’m 
brutally honest, they succeeded, in more ways than one. 

I want to stick with the libel trial for now, because so many 
dramas have happened since I wrote Enemy of the State in 2015. 
We’ ll get to that, but for now I want to stick with the reasons we felt 
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SO optimistic at 10am that July morning while waiting for the verdict. 
Those reasons speak to what I think is a deep poison within the 
British establishment. It goes far beyond trying to break a pain-in- 
the-arse lad from Luton. 

Fighting Hijazi’s corner in the libel proceedings initially towards 
the end of 2018 were lawyers Mohammed Tasnime Akunjee and 
Farooq Bajwa. For a bit of relevant background, Akunjee represented 
Lee Rigby’s killer Michael Adebolajo and also ISIS bride Shamima 
Begum. 

I have to say that while they were ramping up this latest campaign 
against me, my life was generally falling apart at the seams. I’ll 
come to these particular episodes in due course, but throughout 2018 
and 2019 a rather different court case was literally battering me to 
my knees. That was a bullshit charge that led to 18 months of State 
persecution culminating in the Contempt of Court Act being 
effectively re-written specifically to find a way to lock me up. 

But the knock-on effects of those issues included a marriage that 
was basically on the rocks and a family in pieces. My kids were 
getting to an age where they were starting to experience the negative 
effects of having Tommy Robinson for their dad. My elderly mum 
and dad weren’t exempt from the hate, and meanwhile I was being 
systematically erased from public view. Banned from every social 
media platform — all in a matter of days, and all without any real 
explanation as to what I’d done wrong, even to this day. 

The BBC told the world I’d been banned from Facebook for 
calling for the beheading of Muslims without they, or anyone, ever 
attempting to show proof of it. Even my Paypal account was frozen 
without notice or explanation. How can that even happen? 

But at that time it seemed like every new morning there was 
another attempt to give me a kicking, to bring more and more 
pressure to bear. And it got to me. I was a mess. There were benders 
that went on for days. My head was shot. I’d been diagnosed with 
PTSD — Post Traumatic Stress Disorder — and I was in a really bad 
place for long spells throughout 2019 and indeed into 2020. No 
wonder my wife felt she had to call time. 
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I mean, she’d created our fantastic new family home by cashing 
in everything we had, but even that got taken from us thanks to the 
actions of Hijazi’s lawyers, Akunjee and Bajwa. When they decided 
to serve me with the libel papers in early 2019 they literally decided 
to turn it into a publicity stunt. I'll return to that too, but it was 
essentially the final nail in the coffin of my marriage. My wife 
couldn’t allow what was happening to me to put her children’s lives 
in danger. Something had to give. 

Journalists keep trying to smear me with accusations that I’ve 
basically ‘stolen’ the money that supporters have donated over the 
years to fund my legal battles. Those journalists must know how 
much it costs to employ a solicitor and a barrister in order to fight an 
accusation or charge that you know you’ve barely a chance of 
winning, despite overwhelming evidence on your side. 

I was actually in prison when two lawyers came and told me to 
pay Hijazi fifty grand or face the consequences. It cost me £3,500 for 
that ‘helpful’ piece of advice. They weren’t beating around the bush 
with ifs or maybes. They were clear. Pay up and apologise. 

Usually I would just say ‘fuck that’ but this was one time when I 
really didn’t know what to do for the best. 

Why didn’t I just pay up and get rid of the case? At that point I 
maybe could have found the money. Partly it was because of Bailey, 
the lad involved on the school field who was the real victim of the 
MSM bullshit. He really was and is a lovely lad, just a big daft, 
warm-hearted lad. I couldn’t get over that first meeting in late 2018 
after he and his mum and sisters had been driven out of their home. 
There they were, sitting in a hotel, all the family’s Christmas money 
spent. They were afraid to go back to their house. All the bedrooms 
were still barricaded from that night they were driven out. 

Jamal had already pocketed a figure close to £156,000 from the 
publicity stunt around the video being sent viral, but here were the 
real refugees. Young Bailey was being thrown under a bus. I couldn’t 
stand the thought of Hijazi getting his hands on another £50,000. 
Looking back, do I wish Fd just paid up? Sorry, I know it doesn’t 
make sense, but I still can’t make myself say yes. I hadn’t been 
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thinking straight for some time and I don’t know what I expected 
with this libel claim — that it would all just go away maybe? 

The wonderful Katie Hopkins had been through a similar libel 
case which virtually ruined her. Katie only had to pay £24,000 in 
damages, but the court costs took the bill to nearer £500,000. She 
told me to just settle the case because they can take your life apart, 
and the lives of your nearest and dearest, when they go chasing the 
money. But I just couldn’t. 

On one occasion PH talk about later I’d been the one doing the 
claiming by taking Cambridgeshire Police to court for harassment — 
and I even had police testifying on my behalf in that case. Despite 
how clear cut the evidence was, a judge simply decided she didn’t 
like me and found for them. Like I said, no jury. That cost me 
£53,000. It goes on and on and on. 

Things were unravelling on all fronts and I wasn’t coping. I was 
at breaking point financially too. The contempt case had cost me 
£60,000, trying to fight a football banning order was another few 
grand, ongoing costs trying to fight a harassment case brought by a 
journalist ... it was endless. By the time everything finally fell apart 
in 2020 I'd already spent £86,000 fighting the libel case and still 
owed my solicitors £25,000. 

My wife had to sell the family home, but by the very fact that I’d 
lived there, it was a nightmare finding a buyer. In the end we had to 
take £150,000 less than it had been valued at. Everywhere you 
looked house prices were rocketing. We were sat on the other end of 
that see-saw. The house sat empty for 18 months and all that time we 
were having to pay to rent somewhere else. The money goes pretty 
quickly, I can tell you. 

It was while I was in HMP Belmarsh that we decided it was the 
end of the line. She had to protect the kids and herself. We’d lost our 
‘forever’ home and as long as I was on the scene, my family just 
weren't safe. She should have done it years before, if I’m honest. 

But as the country kept going into lockdown through 2020 and 
the libel case dragged on and on, I finally ran out of money. Debts 
everywhere, the marriage on the rocks. I don’t know what the future 
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holds for me, on any level, but I know I’ll never be able to properly 
mend the things I’ve put my family through. For now, all I can try to 
do is tell my side of the story and hope that at some point in my life, 
I get that chance to put things right. 

In January 2020 I had to let my lawyers Watson Woodhouse go. 
They were based in Newcastle and were recommended to me by a 
barrister I'd used and liked. I have to take my hat off to them, 
especially one senior solicitor Sarah Magson. What with all the 
rubbish of the contempt charge and being in and out of prison, being 
hounded here, there and everywhere, I’d been less than useless in 
trying to sort the defence of the libel claim. Sarah was going round 
Huddersfield knocking on doors. She was doing her best to defend 
the case and I was just a complete mess, no help to her whatsoever. 
And then suddenly I was on my own, facing a case where the costs 
could be heading north of half-a-million quid if I lost, before 
whatever the court awarded Hijazi. 

That’s the big thing about civil court cases. You don’t face a 
prison sentence if you lose, but you do face financial ruin, especially 
in a case like this. It didn’t cost Hijazi a single penny to have an 
army of solicitors, barristers and a top QC fighting his corner, 
because they were doing it on a CFA —- a Conditional Fee 
Arrangement. If they lose they don’t get paid. If they win they 
double their costs. If it sounds like a legalised scam, it’s because it is. 

As an example of this racket, Hijazi’s lawyers took four witness 
statements — from him, his dad, his mum and sister. Their bill? A 
very tidy £37,000. And believe me, these were not long witness 
statements, just a couple of pages each. But £37,000? It’s a complete 
joke. 

But back to suddenly having to defend the case myself. Having 
been an independent journalist for several years by that point, I had 
considerable experience in knocking on people’s doors and asking 
questions. Once I jumped in the deep end and saw all the files and 
school and Council records regarding Jamal Hijazi, I truly believed 
we had a case to defend. So I went to Huddersfield and started 
knocking on doors. 
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I spoke to teachers, school staff, young people who’d made 
allegations of their own against Hijazi, their parents, a social worker 
who ran the school’s isolation programme, even the headteacher. In 
every instance I filmed and recorded the conversations and after 
every single one I became more and more convinced that what was 
happening was a massive scam. And not a scam by Jamal Hijazi by 
the way. My view is that the kid was just being used, being played by 
people with their own agenda. 

Now, you’re probably wondering what on earth I was thinking 
regarding these secret recordings. Indeed that’s what my mates were 
telling me. They said there wasn’t a hope in hell of a High Court 
judge allowing any of these undercover recordings into court as 
admissible evidence. These people were not aware they were being 
recorded and almost certainly would not voluntarily come to court. 
Even I was sure of that. 

The headteacher, along with his senior staff, had been essentially 
booted out and forced to sign Non-Disclosure Agreements by 
Kirklees Council. The headteacher had taught there for 25 years and 
he wasn’t even allowed to speak to his teacher colleagues. He 
admitted that he could be in big trouble for just opening his door and 
talking to me. But he did. They did. And they said some eye- 
watering stuff. Not a single word of it was complimentary in any 
way about Jamal Hijazi. 

I so felt for that headteacher. He was a real role model for these 
kids, everything a parent could hope for in a teacher. He wasn’t 
working, he’d been silenced by a local authority that used this drama 
to its own ends. I think what devastated him most was that he was 
forced to walk out and leave his job without even having a leaving 
Assembly with his school. That was just cruel. 

I’m aware that he had abandoned the young lad Bailey when the 
pressure was coming down from all sides, but that didn’t take away 
from what he really felt, or how badly he’d been treated. Another 
teacher was on her knees crying over what had happened, because 
she’d felt so close to Bailey. When I told her he was in my car she 
ran and hugged him, streaming tears. 
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The chair of the school governors? She came out and said “we 
told the media what the truth was — they just didn’t print it”. 

There you go, folks. Later, when everything was finished, we put 
a Freedom of Information request into Kirklees Council asking how 
much they’d spent on enforcing Non Disclosure Agreements. It was 
over half-a-million-quid. That’s local people’s Council Tax going 
down the drain by the way, it’s no skin off the noses of those officers 
and directors and politicians. 

In the end we submitted something like 18 hours of video 
evidence into the court. My thought was this — even if the judge 
didn’t allow a single word of it, he would at least have seen it and 
heard it. He would understand just what the hell was going on in that 
school. 

We’d earlier tried to defend the case based on public interest. The 
British public had donated £156,000 to this so-called victim without 
knowing any of the background. Surely someone had a duty to tell 
both sides of the story, for people to know exactly what was going on 
before handing over their savings. Judge Nicklin didn’t agree and 
threw that defence out. 

Things meanwhile had dragged on throughout 2020 what with the 
repeated lockdowns and restrictions. I was getting to Huddersfield 
when I could and a number of young pupils were willing to give 
statements and come to court to give evidence in person. I can’t 
stress enough how brave those youngsters were. 

A hearing in March 2021 would decide what exactly our defence 
case could consist of. That’s when Mr Justice Nicklin — the senior 
libel judge in England by the way — would rule on what witnesses 
would be heard, what evidence was admissible. The fact is that we 
walked into that hearing still expecting to be ambushed by the other 
side’s legal team. We weren’t though. They had just this one ‘I never 
did anything’ statement from Hijazi, the dramatic rubbish from his 
father, and that was that. Not a single witness to support a word they 
said. 

And that was when, for the very first time, I dared to dream. 
Nicklin said that he’d watched and heard every single second of what 
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we had recorded and submitted. Wow. Holy shit! What’s more he 
was allowing virtually all of it into evidence. It was only as 
‘hearsay’ evidence admittedly. He explained to us that hearsay 
evidence isn’t as compelling as first-hand testimony. And with that 
he ruled against us calling a few people who he said weren’t relevant 
to the actual strict claim of libel. 

It wasn’t a big deal, we thought. He was allowing five of our 
young witnesses to give direct evidence. Jihazi hadn’t a single 
witness to what had gone on in that school. We had teachers, school 
reports and even a Kirklees Council student support officer giving an 
independent and frank opinion about Jamal Hijazi’s character. If I 
wasn’t already punching the air at that ruling, what Nicklin explained 
next had me over the moon. 

He explained that in a civil case like libel, the burden of proof in 
how the judge reaches a decision is far less than in a criminal trial. In 
a criminal Crown Court, the prosecution has to prove ‘beyond 
reasonable doubt’ the guilt of the accused. Let’s call that an 80-20 
likelihood for example. 

Nicklin went on. In this case, if the likelihood of one side’s case 
was just 51-49, that could be enough. It almost felt as though he was 
telling us we were on a winner. Almost all our hearsay evidence was 
allowed in, our key witnesses were coming to court, versus just this 
one kid saying nothing happened, ever. 

Finally, a British court giving me a fair shake. 

But if there was one moment when I really felt like jumping for 
joy it was in the trial itself. You'll notice I’m not naming our 
witnesses in this book. You’ll understand why shortly. One of the 
incidents we were relying on had happened nearly four years before 
we got to trial. The court heard that the girl who described herself as 
the victim had been the only pupil in her school year to go through 
the academic year without a single negative on her record. 

After the viral video, she put her own allegations on social media 
and was immediately attacked, harassed and threatened. It led to her 
deleting her comments, as did the mother of another pupil who’d 
made her own claims. Those were the posts that I shared online. I’d 
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even interviewed the mum over the phone about what she alleged 
had happened, to check the facts. That’s what led to the libel claim. 

The first young girl had finished school and was now in further 
education where she was actually studying law. As I questioned her 
in the witness box, it was made clear that she had nothing to gain — 
and indeed everything to lose — by coming to court to tell a lie. In 
cross-examination by Caitlin Evans QC that young woman was cool 
for cats. Unflustered, she simply explained her perception of this 
alleged incident. 

Evans got nowhere, to the point of straight out accusing her of 
lying. The girl calmly asked the QC why she would do that? Evans 
had nowhere to go. She was reduced to simply calling her a liar. 

Now, I was representing myself, what’s called a litigant-in- 
person, with just a couple of friends to help organise the mountains 
of files and documents. I can’t say I watch courtroom dramas on 
television, but I suppose this was the point where I was supposed to 
jump to my feet and shout “Objection my Lord!” 

If I missed my cue it didn’t matter, because Judge Nicklin did it 
for me. He jumped all over Evans making this exact point — this girl 
is a grade A student and what’s more is now studying law. Why on 
earth would she come to the High Court and perjure herself, four 
years after the event she described? Her career could be over before 
it had even started. 

“Why would she come here and lie?” Nicklin demanded. 

“Why indeed, my Lord,” said Evans, crawling back into her seat. 
Boom, I thought. 

On one or two occasions Nicklin got shitty with me. Hell, ’m no 
lawyer, I was just doing my best when stuck between a rock and a 
hard place. But at the end of the trial he commended me for how I’d 
represented myself, respected the court and tried to assist it at all 
times. 

The trial was over, but far from getting a verdict as I said, it 
would end up being three months. That was rubbish. At least with a 
jury you only have to wait hours or days at the worst. We packed up 
our stuff and left the court. Over a bite to eat and a drink we reasoned 
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that if Nicklin was going to find for us, he would have to dot every 
legal ‘i’ and cross every ‘t’ in their claim. There were thousands of 
pages of evidence, in box after box crammed with files. Right at the 
end of the case Evans and Helme and friends had dropped another 
ton of shit on us, giving reasons in case-precedence why they ought 
to win. I think some of it went back more than 100 years. If Nicklin 
was finding for me, he’d have to go through all that. We’d just have 
to sit and wait it out. Some wait. 


Back in the kitchen on July 22"4 the clock ticked to 10.07am. An 
email dropped in. It took me a minute or two to find the actual ruling 
because the judgement was 53-pages long. I read it and laughed. My 
pals looked like they’d just had a death in the family. Shit on again, 
from possibly the greatest height ever. 

I never stood to go to prison in this case as I said. Any penalties 
are financial and nobody wins quite like the lawyers. Given that I’d 
been declared bankrupt some months earlier there was a massive 
question-mark over whether Hijazi or his lawyers were going to see a 
penny of their ‘win’. All of that is still hanging over my head as I 
write this and I’m not sure how they plan to squeeze blood from a 
stone. They’ll try though, of that I’m certain. 

On that day, that morning however, everything felt as bad or even 
worse than on occasions when I’d stood in a dock and heard some 
pompous arsehole in a wig say “take him down”. Those occasions 
had always been on me. My problem, my jail time to do, my shit to 
live with. This was different. After the initial shock we started 
reading the specific parts of Nicklin’s judgements. How the hell 
could we have got everything so massively wrong? This was 
staggering. It beggared belief. What had we missed? 

In order to find for Hijazi, Nicklin had to disregard the word of 
every brave young witness who came to court. He had to consider all 
18 hours of that hearsay evidence, given by people with absolutely 
nothing to gain, and believe that every single one of them was an 
outrageous liar, even with nothing to gain from lying and in some 
cases everything to lose. So we went through Nicklin’s judgement. 
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And that’s basically what it all boiled down to. Every single person 
that supported my side of the case was a stone-cold liar. From 
headteacher to alleged victims, liars all. 

That incident where Nicklin jumped all over QC Evans and tore a 
strip off her, demanding to know why this wonderful, upstanding 
young woman in the witness box would perjure herself and risk her 
entire reputation and career in the law? It had been a total act by the 
judge, that was now obvious. He said the incident she described 
never happened, despite direct testimony from another pupil who had 
seen it. 

Nicklin found the tiniest differences in things said or written — 
about an event that happened four years before, mind you — and tied 
them together to give himself a reason for disbelieving every word of 
it. That incident with the girl, the grade A law student, never 
happened. She was a liar, everyone was a liar. 

And how did that pompous so-and-so Nicklin justify it? This is 
what he said in his judgement. Paragraph 116 if you’re interested. 
“People can lie for reasons that make no sense; sometimes for no 
reason at all.” 

That time he jumped on Evans to defend the girl? It was just a 
cheesy performance, meant to highlight Nicklin’s so-called 
impartiality. That’s the only conclusion I can reach. He didn’t even 
bother trying to explain why that girl had decided, so long after the 
event, to put herself through the trauma, the drama, the anxiety of a 
high-profile trial and just sit there and lie. 

That’s the truth of how someone like Nicklin sleeps at night I 
suppose. They have the ultimate power to decide to believe whatever 
they want and he — or someone pulling his strings, because you'll 
understand my suspicions — had decided to find a way to describe all 
of that evidence as complete fabrication. 

Does that sound to you like a 51-49% balance of probability? It 
doesn’t to me. And that’s why I felt possibly worse than I had at any 
time, because this wasn’t just me on trial. It was an entire school 
community, a group of entirely innocent people. Each and every one 
had paid various high prices for happening to live to a district and 
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belong to a school where the fake victimisation of a Syrian teenager 
trumped each and every individual, however blameless. 

As to those five young people? Some of them didn’t even like 
each other, but they were determined to tell their truths. Nicklin 
found a reason to consider each and every one of them a shameless 
liar. The youngest of them, a shy and retiring, very small boy, had his 
testimony torn apart by Nicklin better than QC Evans ever managed. 
These people were remembering events from over 30 months 
previously and longer. But any single possible contradiction Nicklin 
could find, he did. 

Nicklin managed to simply dismiss Hijazi’s repeated school 
negative marks while condemning 10 individuals, children and adults 
alike, as outright liars. Go figure. 

I spoke later to a journalist who sat through the trial of Thomas 
Mair, the white supremacist maniac who stabbed and shot to death 
the female MP Jo Cox in broad daylight. A lot of people were within 
a few feet of the attack and saw it up close. That journalist was 
smiling and shaking his head when he said that virtually every single 
witness who saw Mair kill the MP gave a slightly different account. 

He wore different coats of different materials, had different 
coloured trousers, whatever. He was this tall, that tall; had hair this 
long or no hair. He shouted this slogan or that slogan. He was 
carrying this kind of bag or that kind of bag. He shot first or stabbed 
first. So many tiny variations on the one brief incident. 

The point is, in the heat of any moment of such trauma, people’s 
brains are scrambled. Those witnesses were giving evidence just a 
few months after seeing one of the most vicious murders our country 
has seen. But many of them described something a little bit different. 

Did that mean the judge condemned each and every one as liars? 
No, because Mair was as guilty as sin and didn’t even try to defend 
himself. But it speaks to the reliability of people’s memories — or not 
~ at times of stress. And these young people were very much further 
down the timeline of their own dramas. Memories or interpretations 
were bound to have changed shape, however minutely over that 
distance in time. i 
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But did Mr Justice Matthew Nicklin take that into account? No, 
he used it as a blunt instrument to beat them over the head with, to 
trash their reputations. Hell, he even elevated Jamal Hijazi to virtual 
sainthood, a model student who had been a victim of each and every 
teacher, social worker, staff member and pupil he ever encountered. 

To say it plainly, I found it unbelievable. I so felt for those brave 
teenagers. They did not deserve the shit Nicklin heaped on them. I 
tried to understand how the man sleeps at night, but the truth is that I 
can’t, I really can’t. 


The libel drama was only just starting though. The verdict was 
handed down at 10am, or should have been, and then both sides had 
until a formal online hearing at 2pm to raise any issues arising. The 
verdict itself was strictly private. If I told anyone, I would be held in 
contempt of court and I knew full well that could lead straight to a 
prison cell. We kept it to ourselves. 

What was clear from the immediate response from Hijazi’s 
lawyers however was that the real fix was already in — they came up 
with an online post I'd made previously saying I was producing a 
documentary on the Almondbury drama, and demanding that Nicklin 
place a gagging order on me. 

We were all pretty numb during the wait until the 2pm hearing. 
People went for a walk, found a place to sit and go over the 
judgement again. I swear to God it beggared belief. I spoke to a 
friendly barrister some time later — there are a few — and he said he’d 
read the judgement. He asked me if I still believed in British justice 
on any level. He knew the answer. He found Nicklin’s verdict and 
judgement shameful. 

I was still shocked. Why on earth had Nicklin allowed all that 
hearsay evidence in, when he was going to systematically take it 
apart and disregard it, rubbish it, rubbish some serious professional 
men and women. Why? 

The barrister had the answer. He shook his head. “Because by 
allowing all of that evidence in, he was ruling out any chance that 
you could appeal based on it being Kept out.” 
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The fix was in, right from the start. 

At the 2pm hearing Nicklin did a shit job of pretending to 
consider the demands for an injunction from Hijazi’s lawyers. He’d 
actually said in the trial that he didn’t intend to prevent my 
documentary being made or aired. The other side meanwhile wanted 
to silence me from repeating any of the key issues in the case. 

I told Nicklin I had no intention of repeating the things 
complained about, but that the rest was basically silencing me for the 
sake of it. All the evidence had been heard and recorded, even if it 
was not reported. Obviously the MSM will only ever report evidence 
that makes me look a villain and they hadn’t bothered writing about 
anything else. 

It took Nicklin all of about three seconds — maybe not that — to act 
like he was considering it all, then he read his already-scripted 
decision out anyway. At least that’s how it played to those of us 
listening in. Shame on you Matthew Nicklin. 

Tommy Robinson — Silenced by the State. Civil case or not, 
prison still awaited again if I crossed that line. Judge Nicklin made it 
very clear that if any of the footage that had been gathered for the 
documentary we were making was ever aired, I was going down. 
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2 — THE BATTLE FOR BRITAIN ... AND BEYOND 


When Enemy of the State was published in December 2015, it had 
been written with what I now recognise as something like tunnel 
vision. It was my first real chance to get things off my chest, to tell 
my side of the story and try a little bit at least to balance all the 
outrageous lies and character assassinations. 

Just to highlight what we’re up against, when the first print run 
was ordered we put the book up for sale on Amazon and eBay. This 
was before we’d actually received the copies from the printers. 
Anyone searching for it back then might have been surprised to see 
the number of 1-star reviews it got on Amazon (you can’t give zero 
stars). 

These supposed readers were slagging me and the book off with 
as much fury as possible. They were some mightily talented people, 
clearly. They should be employed by the government as clairvoyants, 
because they’d read the book before even I’d set eyes on it. That’s 
what we were dealing with then and still is. Worse if anything. 

I’ve just checked and of 3,165 reviews of the book, 88% are 5- 
stars and most of the rest are 4-stars. If you scroll down through the 
1-stars you’ll note that none of them — at least none that I’ve found — 
have actually bought the book. Not a ‘Verified Purchaser’ to be found 
amongst all the haters. The sad morons clearly have nothing better to 
do with their time. 

Enemy of the State was my first real chance to address the endless 
parade of outright MSM lies. The fact is that many of those lies have 
become embedded in the general public consciousness. So many 
people lazily accept them as true. 

The ‘far right Tommy Robinson’ pantomime villain is as 
established in most minds as any fictional figure from Peter Pan to 
Robin Hood — except that I get to play Captain Hook and the evil 
Sheriff of Nottingham every time. I could spend the rest of my days 
just trying to correct those lies, but it wouldn’t make much of a 
difference. There are a million bigots out there who cling to it like a 
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comfort blanket. They need a hate figure to hang their prejudices on 
and it looks like I’ve got the job for life where they’re concerned. 

There’s no point trying to debate or argue it and I’ve got to the 
stage where life’s too short to let their lies drag me down. We’ve all 
got enough day-to-day challenges to be distracted by their negative 
rubbish. 

So the hate just is what it is. Back in 2015 there was not just an 
element of me putting the record straight — or trying to — but also of 
getting things off my chest. I know the book wasn’t Oxford or 
Cambridge literature, more of a Luton lad running off at the mouth, 
but I’m not apologising for that. 

The Daily Mail saw fit one time to ridicule my handwriting 
having got hold of some scribbled notes I’d sent to a prison governor. 
That said more about them than it did me. They found some 
convenient hand-writing expert to look at a couple of scribbles who 
decided I suffered from ‘low self-esteem’ and that I was ‘resentful, 
immature and insecure’. 

Really? How pathetic are these people? Saying that, I reckon I’ve 
plenty to be resentful for. Remember that when I scribbled those 
notes I was being held in solitary confinement for weeks on end and I 
was surrounded by people who wanted to kill me. I think anyone 
would be pretty low in those circumstances. 

Okay so I’m not a calligrapher (that’s a fancy handwriting expert 
and yes, I did have to look it up!) but it doesn’t mean I can’t hold my 
own in a debate with Piers Morgan on live television, or address an 
audience of 40,000 concerned citizens. Besides, who under the age 
of about 70 writes anything by hand these days? And unfortunately, 
in Her Majesty’s nicks, they don’t give you a mobile phone to text 
messages to the governor. Having said that, if you’re in one of the 
gangs that actually run Britain’s prisons, it’s not too difficult to get a 
mobile phone. When I’m in prison though, I’m usually in a gang of 
precisely one. 

Looking back on Enemy of the State, I see a lot of things quite a 
bit differently now. When I chose that title for the book, it was from 
the position of having been standing out front of the English Defence 
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League for several years, quite often on my own, or at least feeling 
like that. For sure I have some great mates who go back years with 
me. They know who they are. At the front of the EDL though, I was 
standing with a target pinned to both my front and back, for everyone 
in and out of the establishment to take a pot shot at. And boy did 
they. So I hope you can forgive me for thinking, at that time, that it 
was all about ‘me’ because that’s how it felt. 

But with each passing year it becomes clearer that there’s a 
growing number of people in the same boat now that I found myself 
in then. Don’t get me wrong, the State, the MSM, the mugs of the 
far-Left, sure they’ve all still got it in for me. They put the boot in at 
every opportunity. But I’m not alone. Faced with dealing with 
uncomfortable truths, the State’s default position is to silence all of 
the truth tellers. We’re a growing band of brothers and sisters, and a 
fast-growing one too. 

My experiences as a reporter for Rebel Media and then as a 
freelance journalist demonstrated very clearly that there are hundreds 
and thousands of people in the same boat. I would go so far as to say 
that if you are a citizen of the United Kingdom and believe in the 
basic concept of free speech, you are by default a potential Enemy of 
the State. 

Today all free-thinking British people are a target of Big Tech and 
the State if they overstep an invisible line, one that keeps moving. 
And that movement is in the direction of absolute censorship. 

With the covid lockdown our country took a huge step closer to 
being a police state — at least it did unless you were a Marxist or anti- 
white racist operating behind the disguise of the Black Lives Matter 
agitators. More on that later. If you were fighting behind that flag of 
convenience you were beyond criticism, and indeed the law. 

I had to laugh when I saw a statement from some expert or other 
that lockdown was vital to public safety, unless you were going out 
to protest. That was actually said. Apparently covid-19 doesn’t 
transmit when you’re shoulder to shoulder with someone in the same 
righteous Marxist cause. Ffs. But why stop at England, at Britain, 
with people like me and Katie Hopkins or Britain First’s Paul 
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Golding? It’s happening in the USA to outspoken truth-tellers like 
Alex Jones, Milo Yiannopolous and David Wood, in Canada to 
Gavin McInnes and Lauren Southern, in Australia to my good friend 
Avi Yemini, in Europe to Martin Sellner and his US wife Brittany 
Pettibone. 

An important point to make here is that not a single one of those 
people have ever been charged with, let alone convicted of, any hate 
crime or breaking any law. But they are silenced just the same. 

It’s going on across Europe, especially since Angela Merkel and 
her misguided EU mates opened the floodgates to millions of 
Muslim refugees. Only God — or Allah — knows how many hundreds 
and thousands of fifth column jihadi warriors were hiding in plain 
sight amongst the refugees welcomed into European democracies 
with open arms. 

A deadly price has already been paid by so many families across 
Europe and the UK by way of terror attacks, and still, on a daily 
basis, we escort hundreds of single young men of fighting age across 
the Channel. What happened to reclaiming control of our borders, 
Boris Johnson and Priti Patel? 

But ordinary people who so much as try to speak up on some of 
these issues are summarily silenced, usually without any form of 
process, no right of appeal. And that is supposed to count as free 
speech in a modern democracy? It seems so. This is Big Brother 
territory and I’m really concerned that too many of the silent 
majority are walking blindly and obediently into it. Sorry — not ‘are’ 
walking into it. Have already walked into it. 

Those ordinary Facebook or Twitter users who find themselves 
shut down might not get the hate mail and the media lies on the scale 
that I do, but they shouldn’t be fooled. Push the State far enough and 
mine is just an example of the lengths they can and will go to, to 
silence you. 

For long enough I thought that one of the things my experiences 
had left me with was a coping mechanism of sorts. Increasingly these 
days though I’m not so sure, especially with some of the personal 
wobbles I’ve had the past couple of years. 
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Worst of all was coming to realise that now it’s more than just one 
pain-in-the-arse like me who’s their target. My wife, children and 
parents have been increasingly subjected to threats and intimidation 
that are if not quite State-sponsored, then State-tolerated and 
encouraged. There are no depths the police especially won’t sink to. 

As things stand, a prison cell holds few fears for me in itself, just 
a sort of ‘here we go again’ resignation. For more and more ordinary 
men and women though, the State and the establishment has simply 
turned its back on them. They’ve seen their daughters and sisters 
raped and abused and just thrown on a heap. Not only are their 
horrors ignored, they are made to feel racists and bigots themselves 
when they dare to speak up. That is more and more people’s growing 
reality. 

There is institutionalised racism in this country, but it’s not the 
sort highlighted by people like that discredited political muppet 
Baroness Sayeeda Warsi. She never misses a chance to jump up and 
down about Islamophobia inside the very Conservative party that 
elevated her to the House of Lords. They weren’t Islamophobic when 
they were handing her fame and fortune, were they? Sadly that’s the 
label thrown at anyone for daring to speak any criticism, however 
legitimate, about that ideology. 

I’d suggest that the real racism in play here is against the millions 
of overwhelmingly white, British, hard-working people, who are 
fair-minded and tolerant. But it’s they who can be treated like so 
much shit on the bottom of a social worker or a politician’s shoe, and 
often are. 

Meanwhile an elected Member of Parliament like Bradford 
West’s Naz Shah can retweet some hateful rubbish saying the 
hundreds and thousands of raped white girls should shut up for the 
sake of ‘diversity’. Not only did Shah face neither official criticism 
nor sanction for that, but within months she’d been promoted by 
Jeremy Corbyn to the role of Shadow Minister for Women and 
Equalities. What on earth kind of a sick joke is that? She wanted 
raped girls to shut their mouths and then got promoted to the job of 
presumably making sure it happens. 
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And it got better. In the spring of 2020 Shah was given another 
job by new Labour leader Sir Keir Starmer, as Shadow Minister for 
Community Cohesion. You couldn’t make that rubbish up, you really 
couldn’t. The truth is that you and I know absolutely what that is 
about. And it goes to the core of what this book is about. 

I might once have naively thought that I was ‘the enemy’ but once 
you take the blinkers off and once you get out there and listen to 
people’s stories, then the truth dawns: The State is no longer a friend 
to any of us. 

It’s like the story about The Emperor’s New Clothes except that 
with every day and week, with every cover up and scandal, with 
every new rape gang trial or terrorist attack, more and more people 
are waking up to the reality — the horror — of what’s going on. The 
State is leading us down a blind alley to cultural oblivion. 

Our so-called leaders don’t have the moral backbone to take on 
the real enemies of Britain living amongst us, so they take the path of 
what has always been the one of least resistance. Specifically that 
means not dealing with the problems but silencing the critics of the 
problems. It’s too uncomfortable for any of them to remember Enoch 
Powell’s far-seeing ‘Rivers of Blood’ speech, written so long ago. 

It worries me that ordinary people can be quite easily divided and 
silenced. It worries me that we have no unifying voice, no individual 
with the courage to speak up for us. I felt the tide was finally turning 
when years of political treason in trying to sabotage Brexit was 
blown out of the water by the British electorate in December 2019. 
Boris Johnson felt the force of the great British public being thrown 
behind him in order to ‘get the job done’ with Brexit, as he put it. 

That was a victory for democracy at last, no doubt. Brexit 
delivered. But would Boris show the same backbone in tackling the 
other terrible issues that ordinary families face, but are silenced 
over? Time may prove me wrong but everything I’ve seen since 
shows a weak man who will do or say whatever digs him out of 
today’s hole, and that’s a hole usually of his own making. I reckon 
the latest (but probably not the last) mother of a Boris Johnson child 
wears the trousers in that house. 
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Conspiracy theories are rife regarding covid-19 and this book 
isn’t about those. It’s no conspiracy theory however that the so-called 
pandemic had the effect of slamming the brakes on a lot of grassroots 
movements across Europe. Our European cousins always seem much 
quicker to display their anger publicly than we Brits are. Across the 
Channel, France had been in absolute uproar with the weekly 
protests of the Gilet Jaunes (yellow vest) activists. 

Not that you would see any worthwhile coverage on the UK’s 
mainstream media obviously, but it seems the lockdowns put a halt 
to much of that. In Spain, Italy, Austria, Germany, the Netherlands, 
Hungary and Poland, ordinary people had been piling onto the streets 
to tell their politicians that they’d had enough of being made fools of. 

For a while, wherever you looked, anti-establishment anger was 
in the air. You could even draw parallels with how American voters 
rejected Hillary Clinton’s corrupt gang of cronies and made a 
character like Donald Trump their new President in 2016. Love him 
or hate him — and I love him because he’s almost as mad as me — the 
bloke was about as anti-establishment as you can get. 

But rather than read the writing on the wall regarding the public 
anger and do something, I think that covid allowed governments to 
just double down. The world today is authoritarian in a way I doubt 
any of us imagined possible just a couple of years ago. 

I realise Donald Trump comes out with a lot of stuff that makes 
people cringe and it’s fair to say he’s not the most modest bloke 
who’s ever parked his backside in the Oval Office. But he puts his 
own country, its heritage and its people first and foremost. The man 
was in a comfortable position in life where he had everything, he had 
nothing left to prove, but he was properly worried about the direction 
his country was going in. 

So he put everything on the line and made a target of himself to 
try to do something about it. It’s fair to say he didn’t and doesn’t 
mind being unpopular in taking tough decisions. I wish we had a 
leadership with that sense of patriotism and pride. We have plenty 
who mouth the words and pretend to believe in it, but when it comes 
to taking hard decisions? They just kick the problem down the road 
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for someone else to deal with it. The result is that the problem grows 
and even fewer people are inclined to deal with it. 

When Trump was elected he stood for change and that’s what we 
need here in Britain and Europe. I'll admit, I’m no expert on the 
American economy or their domestic issues when it comes to the 
likelihood of Trump ever being re-elected. But I have seen the 
manipulation of the race card closely enough that I would say Black 
Lives Matter was a flag of convenience for all kinds of groups and 
organisations that were trying to bring Trump down at that time. 

I’m not throwing a conspiracy theory of my own out there, but the 
arrival of covid-19 had massive impacts in the various so-called 
democracies around the world, impacts that had nothing to do with 
public health. 

Even now things are still emerging from the US Presidential 
election and the fact is that Trump supporters were right about some 
of the rigged ballot accusations. It’s ironic how American Democrats 
had always been worried about postal ballots being open to abuse, 
yet once covid hit it was the perfect excuse to introduce mass postal 
voting in the USA. I still don’t think we’ve heard the last of what 
actually happened in the 2020 US Presidential election. 

Meanwhile around the world the arrival of covid allowed 
governments to impose draconian lockdowns and establish the kind 
of dictatorships we’ve not seen since Nazi Germany, Soviet Russia 
and today’s China and North Korea — all in the supposed name of 
public health. You make your own minds up, but covid’s arrival was 
a very welcome diversion for a lot of troubled western governments. 

The fact that it arrived just as the silencing mechanisms of Big 
Tech were all falling into place at the same time seems much more 
than a coincidence to me. Will we ever get our social freedoms fully 
back, let alone our freedoms to speak truth to power? I’m not 
confident. Far from it. 
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3 — THE STORY SO FAR 


My apologies in advance for anyone who’s read Enemy of the State, 
because at this point I need to recap on issues and events this book is 
built upon. My publisher tells me that you can’t assume people know 
your background story. That’s especially the case where mine is 
concerned, because anyone who believes a fraction of what’s printed 
or said is likely to consider my recent experiences total fiction. 

If you’ve read this far, hopefully you haven’t felt that way yet. 
But given that a lot of this story runs on from the last book, it’s 
important that I set a little bit of a stage for newcomers. 

To repeat, in the MSM my name is apparently ‘Stephen Yaxley- 
Lennon also known as Tommy Robinson’. I wish they’d make their 
mind up one way or another, but there you go, that’s what we’re 
dealing with. It’s as if repeating that every single time they do a hit 
piece on me, presses home the point that ‘his real name ISN’T 
Tommy Robinson so he must have something to hide...!’ 

If we ever do an audiobook, I need to insert a deep, booming, 
scary “woo-hoo-hoooo” voice at that point. Throw in the ‘founder of 
the English Defence League’ ancient history and it all gets a bit 
boring. No matter that I’ve been out of the EDL far longer than I was 
ever in. Whatever. 

I was born Stephen Yaxley. My mum married Tommy Lennon, 
the bloke I call my dad, when me and my brother were still little. 
Tommy Robinson was a name I assumed as a bit of a laugh when we 
started the EDL in 2009 and which has stuck. There you go. 

Much is made of my repeated brushes with the law as if I was one 
of the Kray twins or Al Capone, but most of them have been a direct 
result of political persecution. But I can’t blame that for my mistake 
while still a young aeronautical engineering apprentice in my home 
town of Luton. I had a boozy late-night row with my then girlfriend 
and an interfering so-and-so decided he’d get involved. 

He was a big bloke who started the fight, I was the little guy who 
finished it, but he was a bullshitting off-duty policeman and I got 
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sent to prison for assault. The judge accepted that I’d acted in self- 
defence, but he said I’d overstepped the mark. My first offence but 
career effectively over, although that girlfriend became my long- 
suffering wife for many years. That shows you how serious our 
‘fight’ that night wasn’t. 

By 2009 I had been reasonably successful in business, working 
with my dad, building a little property portfolio and opening a 
tanning salon in Luton. ‘Fun’ was following my beloved Luton Town 
Football Club all over the place, and yes, I was what is commonly 
referred to as a bit of a hooligan, but not in very much of an alarming 
fashion. It was blowing off a bit of Saturday afternoon steam to us 
lads, and when we got the chance we went following England abroad 
too. 

The year 2009 was when the Royal Anglian Regiment came to 
stage a Homecoming Parade in Luton after their latest tour of 
Afghanistan. I went along with my cousin Kevin Carroll to pay our 
respects to our troops. There was one very big problem. For reasons 
only they can explain Bedfordshire Police decided to position a 
group of extremist Muslim protestors at a point by the town hall that 
would bring them closest to the passing parade. It was deliberately so 
they could spit their murderous hatred at our soldiers from the closest 
possible quarters. 

For background and if you didn’t already know, Luton was and 
still is home to one of the biggest and most radical Islamic 
communities in Britain, a hotbed of hatred and terrorism that existed 
cosily alongside Muslim rape and drugs gangs. 

Back then those crimes were still blindly ignored by the police 
and political establishment, but at least now they are thankfully being 
exposed across England more and more. A young female member of 
my family was a grooming victim, long ago. 

Kev and I saw first-hand the treasonous filth these protestors were 
allowed to how] at our heroes, with not just the permission but even 
the protection of the police. It all got a bit messy on the day but the 
State message was clear — the white British citizens offended by it 
were in the wrong, not the extremist haters. It’s perverse actually, but 
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its never acknowledged. These Muslim radicals were allowed to 
express ‘free speech’ in a way which was and is increasingly denied 
to anyone else. 

Local people were furious and the result was a planned march to 
properly honour those troops. We styled ourselves the United People 
of Luton and on the Saturday when we tried to march peacefully 
across town to the war memorial, we were met by an army of riot 
police, including baton-wielding mounted officers. Believe me, they 
were brutal in stopping us. 

Ordinary people were penned in the town centre for hours. 
Women had to urinate in the streets with their menfolk shielding 
them. It was a disgrace — and the UPL, whose hardcore consisted of 
my football mates, but with more and more public support, kept 
coming back until we got to stage our honouring of those brave 
patriots, the Royal Anglian Regiment. Unnecessary violence broke 
out again and damage was caused, but it’s important to stress that it 
was all completely, entirely preventable. 

The State message was clear, that Anjem Choudary’s terrorist 
brethren were given pride of place in Luton town centre — as they 
were around the country and nowhere moreso than in London on 
Remembrance Day. Meanwhile ordinary English men and women 
were to be violently suppressed if they objected. It was as clear as 
daylight then and it hasn’t changed very much at all in the 
intervening years, despite Choudary having finally been banged up 
for being the terrorist he is. He’s walking free again now though. 

From the events of those few weeks grew, almost accidentally, the 
English Defence League. It was a loose affiliation of concerned 
blokes (mostly) from across the country who built their base and 
their connections largely via football fans’ message boards, to start 
with. It must have been a movement whose time was at hand because 
in no time at all we were gathering crowds in their thousands across 
the country. 

Wherever injustice raised its head, wherever terrorists and rape 
gangs operated, we went. I also have to stress at this point, no matter 
how many times you’ve heard it before, that the message I shouted 
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loud and clear at every opportunity, was ‘no trouble, lads’. But as 
with the situation that day in Luton and as with so much that 
happened in the years to come, it was as if trouble suited the police. 
They just wanted to ensure they could slant ‘trouble’ in their favour, 
or in favour of the properly violent far-Left agitators that plagued our 
every step. In hindsight they were deliberately encouraged to harass 
us by the police. And as usual, you can imagine how the MSM 
covered this stuff and where they always laid the blame. 

I begged and pleaded with so many police chiefs to let us help 
steward our rallies and marches and where a few enlightened senior 
officers did cooperate, things went smoothly. Where they set out to 
deliberately obstruct or disrupt us, where they deliberately allowed 
the far-Left to get too close so they could throw their insults, bricks 
and bottles, of course there was trouble. But if you read an English 
newspaper through those days or watched a BBC news bulletin, you 
saw only one picture painted — the ‘far right’ EDL taking its violent 
mayhem to innocent towns and cities. 

It raises a point very much valid today. Far right? That’s become 
another term for fascist, Nazi... whatever. I doubt that you ever 
actually read a description of the EDL without that phrase being 
bolted onto it. Far right? We certainly didn’t start out with anything 
quite so political in our minds. We were just a bunch of proud 
English lads wanting to stand by our national flag and object to what 
we were seeing going on around us. 

I will admit that given the violent resistance we encountered in 
those early days, we did resort to wearing balaclavas. We were 
worried about the fall-out of being identified, and again in hindsight 
that was never a good look. But it certainly wasn’t meant so that we 
could get away with violence or vandalism, as with the BLM rioters 
of 2020. We’d no experience with this stuff and were completely out 
of our depth. I for one hadn’t a clue what we were getting into, or the 
mad journey that I was setting out on. 

It was that wariness about the public spotlight that led to the 
creation of the Tommy Robinson identity. I was being thrown more 
and more into the centre of things and for a laugh I borrowed the 
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name of a Luton football hooligan. That’s another regret, being 
talked into it by a family member with a grudge, because the real 
Tommy Robinson is someone I’ve come to respect. The name stuck 
though. I think we can all agree on that. 

But far right? I'd screwed up once by joining the BNP — the 
British National Party — out of concern for what was going on in our 
towns and neighbourhoods. I’d attended exactly one meeting, total. 
That’s how long it took to realise the BNP were a bunch of racist 
mugs. A large number of my best mates were and are black and 
Asian — yes Muslims. I took them along and they were told they 
weren’t welcome at a BNP meeting. At hearing that we told the BNP 
they were not welcome in Luton either and they never returned on 
any organised level. 

I always thought the EDL was very different to the BNP but as it 
grew, so did my problems. Firstly, ironically, it was the mugs 
properly on the right, the BNP sympathisers and their headbanger 
friends. They wanted to jump on the EDL’s bandwagon and take us 
in a far more extreme direction than we ever intended. That got me in 
trouble with the law again, literally fighting to keep the extremist 
idiots at bay. 

But the bigger we got, the bigger the problems, with regional 
groups having their own agendas and dragging our name in the mud. 
The situation became unmanageable ultimately, not helped by the 
other big EDL problem — infiltrators from the security services. 
Whether that be the police, MI5, or other shady State-run groups 
we’ve not heard of, they were creating trouble from within. 

The further right wing they could provoke us into appearing in the 
public eye, the more we were doomed to be disliked by the very 
people we were trying to appeal to. I didn’t see that as clearly then as 
I do now, but then I’ve learned a lot of lessons in the years since. 
During those early days I really was an innocent abroad. 

Then there was the personal pressure being brought to bear on not 
just me, but my family. 

One of our early EDL rallies was in Leeds and we stayed in a 
hotel near Sheffield. Shortly afterwards South Yorkshire Police sent a 
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mob of armed officers to ransack my home, close down my business, 
seize our computers — all apparently in the name of a broken fitting 
in the hotel, which the manager had already stressed I was not 
responsible for. 

It took two years for the Independent Police Complaints 
Commission to investigate and fully condemn that perversion of so- 
called ‘justice’, by which time it was all too late for me. The public 
damage was done. Under a completely false pretence, the State shut 
me down, froze my bank accounts, and that was just the start. They 
were just warming up. 

There were arrests after arrests, Mickey Mouse anti-social 
behaviour orders supposedly meant to keep me away from football 
but with a completely black-op agenda. They set about a four-year 
tax investigation during which time my family had to live on just 
£250 a week with all our assets frozen. And when that eventually 
came to court and the judge threw it out, the police came back at me 
and said they would put my completely innocent wife through 
exactly the same ordeal unless I pleaded guilty to a nonsense of a 
‘crime’. 

In 2006 I’d lent my brother-in-law the deposit to buy a house and 
he’d overstated what he earned working for me on his self-certified 
mortgage application. He got the house, eventually sold it and no one 
lost a penny. But the law was determined to put something on me. 

Despite being out of the EDL by that time and working with the 
anti-extremism, Muslim-run think-tank the Quilliam Foundation, and 
even with a letter of support from the Archbishop of Canterbury, I 
got 18 months in prison. 

For anyone else it would have been a slap on the wrist, a fine or a 
community sentence. The matter probably wouldn’t even have been 
pursued. But it wasn’t anyone else. 

It was the same with my other significant spell in prison while 
within the EDL. I’d been invited to speak to a group of American 
congressmen and senators at an event marking the anniversary of the 
Twin Towers attack on 9/11. I flew into JFK airport really excited at 
the opportunity, only to be stopped at immigration, turned around 
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and sent home. The UK Home Office had warned the US authorities 
that I was an ‘undesirable’. 

I wasn’t willing to be stopped because I had a message that 
America needed to hear, a message I wish someone had given us in 
Britain years before. I knew the risks involved but I borrowed a pal’s 
passport, flew back to the States and gave my speech, before heading 
home. You might have thought that any offence I committed was in 
the USA but no, I was arrested by English police and given a 10- 
month prison sentence which included a hellish 22 weeks in solitary 
confinement in Category A prisons. You can understand me thinking 
the State was effectively trying to break me. 

By then I’d pretty much had enough, because I’d been on hunger 
strike to protest my treatment and needed to find a way back to some 
kind of sanity. By the time I was clear of both that ordeal and any 
lingering EDL ties, then the mortgage fraud case that followed, I was 
hoping to resume something of a normal life. In hindsight I should 
have known that was virtually impossible. 

As a condition of pleading guilty to the mortgage charge, the 
police had promised not to pursue me under Proceeds of Crime 
legislation for the £125,000 price of the house that was involved in 
the transaction and from which I’d not benefitted a single penny. 

When I was out of prison they simply changed their minds and 
although a judge later ruled that it was morally shameful, he had to 
admit they had the power to do it. He said it had to be a serious 
miscarriage of justice and in his view it wasn’t serious enough for 
him to overturn it. Fighting that cost plenty as well, by the way, on 
top of the £125,000. 

In and around all of this, there was an explicit blackmail attempt 
by a covert Scotland Yard group called the Metropolitan Intelligence 
Bureau. They offered to defer the financial penalty but only if I 
returned and led the ‘far right EDL on their behalf. I told them 
where to shove that because they obviously hadn’t got to know me 
very well, despite all those years of surveillance and arrests. 

I paid up. I was clear, to start the rest of my life. Or so I thought. 
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4 — WHAT TOMMY DID NEXT 


I eventually walked ‘free’ from all of that (not necessarily a stone- 
cold certainty where Yours Truly is concerned) on July 24 2015. It 
was a day later than I’d been scheduled for release. I didn’t get an 
explanation and I wasn’t expecting one, but I doubt it was a 
coincidence that I’d been due to give a speech in the House of Lords 
that very same day. As you’d imagine, there was no shortage of 
people unhappy at the prospect of me strolling around the Palace of 
Westminster. It would happen one day, though. 

I had been on parole from the 18-month mortgage case sentence 
from halfway through it but had already been recalled to prison once. 
That was based on a completely contrived breach of my licence 
conditions, again, ironically just before I was due to give a speech to 
the Oxford Union. Someone tweeted that they were going to rape my 
mum and I replied for them not to do that, but come see me outside 
the probation office where I had an appointment the next morning, if 
they were so desperate for a get-together. 

The State decided that constituted me inciting violence and saw 
me thrown inside for another month. As ever there was no action 
taken against the keyboard warrior who was threatening my family — 
there never is. It was only after months and years of having to endure 
this, that I reached the conclusion that much of the online 
provocation might even be staged or provoked by the police or 
security services themselves. 

Think about it — no one is ever dealt with for the vile threats to me 
and my family, no matter how horrendous and explicit they are. Why 
would that be? But it would make complete sense if the State was 
trying to goad a reaction from me. If I bite, and yes, quite often I do, 
it gives them another excuse to come terrorise my wife and kids in 
the middle of the night and drag me away to a police cell. Stalin 
would be proud. 

The Oxford Union appearance eventually went ahead and had 3.2 
million views on their own YouTube channel and two million on 
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mine. But that was only after I was given dire warnings about exactly 
what I could and couldn’t say in public. If I mentioned the Prophet, if 
I discussed the police and approaches they’d made to me, if I 
referenced this, that or the other, I was back in jail to see out the rest 
of my 18-month term. 

Free speech in Britain? I think that sums it all up, right there, 
although at least the Oxford Union event went ahead thanks to the 
courage of the Union student officers. Because the fact is so many 
other scheduled talks have been cancelled in case students 
accidentally hear something that upsets them. The poor, fragile souls. 

Shutting down free speech is now in all of our faces every single 
day and will be a recurring theme of this book. It’s everywhere you 
look, from the highest offices of government and the judiciary to the 
lies you get through your local weekly newspaper. But mostly it’s 
seen on what will prove to be the biggest battleground of all in my 
opinion, in social media and the internet. 

Shutting people’s mouths was only the start. When BLM came 
along it fitted hand in glove with the rise of Cancel Culture across the 
west. Statues of heroic Britons of the past being vandalised and 
destroyed was just the latest volley from today’s woke wankers as 
they set about not just ‘righting’ historical wrongs but re-writing 
history itself. 

The slave movement has been central to that hate campaign. If 
they suggested digging long-dead men from their graves and giving 
their skeletons a token burning at the stake, I doubt it would surprise 
many people. Unsurprisingly no one sees fit to mention in passing 
that it was Great Britain and in particular the Royal Navy that was 
largely responsible for ending the slave trade around the world. 

That slave trade continues today however and particularly in the 
Middle East. Take Qatar where armies of immigrants have been held 
as indentured workers building the various stadiums for the 2022 
FIFA World Cup. I’ve read that as many as 6,500 of those virtual 
slaves have died in the process, because I don’t think regimes like 
Qatar ‘do’ health and safety. I wonder if Marcus Rashford and the 
virtue-signalling knee-takers of the Premier League will refuse to 
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take part in their World Cup based on that horrific fact? Don’t bet on 
it. 

The activists wanting compensation for the North Atlantic slave 
trade don’t seem too concerned about the ongoing slavery in many 
Muslim countries today. They certainly don’t want reminding about 
the Jews who were held in slavery by the Egyptians for 400 years. 

In getting free of the State’s clutches after the EDL, my second 
and last recall to prison based on the mortgage case was in 2015. It 
happened when I flew home from a holiday late at night and was met 
on the airport tarmac by police. They dragged me away and left my 
wife and crying kids to make their own way home. They love 
inflicting that kind of humiliation on innocent people. 

I was back in a police cell because of an earlier incident in 
Peterborough nick which I’d been told was being dropped when I got 
out. Clearly someone had had a change of mind — again — but in a 
rare result for the good guys, a judge threw that case out. And so as 
of mid-2015 I was finally out. So what next, apart from some much- 
needed time with my family? 

As I detailed in the last chapter of Enemy of the State, I couldn’t 
exactly go back to doing plumbing contracting jobs in Luton and I 
didn’t think that the Quilliam Foundation connection was going 
anywhere particularly positive. If I’m honest, I think the Quilliam 
association had been something of a convenient fix both for them and 
me. 

I will always be fond of one of their founder directors, Usama 
Hasan, a man I consider honest and honourable. In return Pd like to 
think Usama has a measure of respect and understanding of my 
character and what has made me the person I am. 

As for the public face of Quilliam, the would-be politician and 
then LBC radio talk-show host Maajid Nawaaz? Maajid can be a bit 
of a bullshit artist, but he’s likeable enough. I’ve seen and heard him 
give me rations of grief in the media when it suited his agenda, but 
I’ve also seen him defend me when the occasion has merited it. 

I have to say though, he’s about as devout a Muslim as I am and 
it’s a toss-up which of us would last the longest if we were set loose 
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in a radical mosque at Friday prayers. But the bloke’s only trying to 
make a living I suppose, so fair play to him. 

Maajid didn’t see things quite the same in reverse however some 
months later when I turned up at Quilliam’s offices with my own 
camera crew for an off-the-cuff interview. An insignificant Quilliam 
staff member wrote an article in The Guardian basically calling me a 
white supremacist and I turned up to challenge her on it. The 
Quilliam leadership were mightily pissed off, to say the least. 

However when we all ended up with Andrew Neil on The Daily 
Politics tv show, Quilliam’s chief executive Haras Rafiq put his hand 
up, saying that was not what they considered me. He admitted he 
hadn’t checked the unauthorised article and explained that I’d had 
dinner at his home in the past. 

But the fact is that I had no idea that sort of journalistic adventure 
— any sort of journalistic adventure — might be on the horizon in 
those first weeks and months out of prison. 

Once I was finally on the outside in 2015 and with the luxury of 
no particular obligations other than the law coming after me for the 
£125,000 from the old mortgage case, it was time to focus as best as 
I could on my family. 

During the rest of 2015 I worked on Enemy of the State, which 
we finally got into print just before Christmas, but I also started 
trying to get my domestic life in some kind of order. We’d been 
reduced to living in rented accommodation and had been pretty much 
in financial dire straits throughout the EDL years. Despite the police/ 
CPS going back on their word over that £125,000 however, and 
despite the years when our assets were frozen and we were living 
essentially hand to mouth, we’d hung on to the properties we already 
had when the EDL adventure began. 

Luton is not exactly Mayfair as Monopoly property hotspots go, 
but it is very commutable to London and happened to be enjoying 
some of the country’s biggest increases in housing prices. I couldn’t 
get a mortgage in my new circumstances, but once everything was 
sold off my wife bought a plot of land in a nice secluded part of a 
Bedfordshire village. 
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So that’s what Tommy did next — he built a house, and a nice 
house too. I went into being an ordinary guy, a full-time project 
planner for our new home. We actually moved in while it was still 
pretty much a building site but it was handy for the kids’ schools and 
we knew quite a lot of Luton people who, like us, had abandoned our 
old town for somewhere that better resembled England. We generally 
just tried to get on with life in a location reasonably close to friends 
and family. 

The MSM would subsequently get itself all hot and bothered 
about me living in this fabulous house. They suggested that it was 
paid for by some mysterious American financial benefactors or 
hinted at me misusing money from supporters who helped with my 
ongoing legal battles. Total rubbish. This is the truth of it — I never 
got a donation from anyone, anywhere, until long after that house 
was built and paid for. We sold what we had and built our ‘forever’ 
home from the ground up. So much for ‘forever’ though. Things 
wouldn’t quite work out like that. 

The quiet life was never going to last, obviously. As the saying 
goes, you can take the boy out of Luton, but you can’t take the Luton 
out of the boy. Maybe in my case it’s something a bit deeper than just 
having ‘Luton’ running through me. 

One of the things that I think we can all agree will be looked back 
on as having fundamentally changed modern life is social media. The 
internet has revolutionised so much about everything we are and 
everything we do. It seemed at one stage it was going to give the 
man on the street a proper voice, give everyone a platform in an 
equal space. It was going to be a real, working democracy for social 
communication, or so we thought. We know better now. 

I think we can also now agree that particular period of the internet 
age didn’t last long, because by now it’s been largely hijacked by the 
left, with the blessing of Big Tech. I was shut down on every 
platform and it didn’t stop there either. 

One by one I’ve had Natwest, HSBC, Barclays and the Halifax 
banks all simply close my account. No explanation, no appeals 
process, just ‘goodbye’ and you’re gone. 
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But all of that censorship notwithstanding the State can’t shut 
down and silence everyone, all of the time — at least not for now (and 
that said, I don’t doubt someone is working their socks off trying find 
a way to do it!) In the continuing battle for Britain, social media and 
the ability to rally dissenting voices is going to be massive and we 
just have to hope our social media freedom fighters can stay one step 
ahead of the enemy. 

There was evidence of this State attempt to silence dissenting 
voices during a toxic Parliamentary Select Committee where a 
particularly odious pair of Labour MPs, the aforementioned Naz 
Shah and her fellow Yorkshire leftie Yvette Cooper were bombarding 
the chief executive of YouTube. 

They were outraged that my videos were allowed on the channel. 
One of them said she’d searched for right wing content and got me, 
and that my videos were more extreme than National Action. Not 
that she’d actually watched any of them, obviously. These people shit 
lies for breakfast. I wonder, as an aside, if the words ‘far-Left’ 
actually ever pass these hypocrites’ lips? Let’s remember their party 
was actually being skippered and navigated by full-on Marxists in 
Corbyn, McDonnell and company at that time. 

But let’s pause just for a moment there because while you’ll never 
get Shah, Cooper, or the vast majority of MPs of all parties to admit 
they’ve ever watched or listened to one of my videos, you will hear 
them condemn them and me out of hand as ‘extremist’ and ‘racist’. 

I don’t think I’m stretching things when I say that there are laws 
about that, about hate speech and inciting hatred. They are laws I’m 
probably more aware of these days than your average MP. If I was 
putting out extremist and racist content I’d have been shut down in a 
heartbeat, years ago. So why was my video content still out there at 
the time they were complaining? If it wasn’t inflammatory or illegal 
enough that the law could act — and you absolutely know they would 
— where was the ‘hate speech’ problem? 

The fact is, it didn’t and doesn’t exist. The YouTube executive 
said my content met all their guidelines. His company still crumbled 
under the political pressure though, in almost no time at all. As such I 
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have no hesitation in calling people like Naz Shah and Yvette Cooper 
the real haters here, because they are trying to silence ordinary 
people and silence their legitimate concerns and fears. 

I can’t find any record of Cooper, the wife of that other failed 
Labour mug and now C-list celebrity Ed Balls, coming out and 
slamming her pal Shah for re-tweeting those comments about telling 
rape victims to shut up. That’s your political sisterhood at work right 
there. 

The UK has some sensible hate and hate-speech laws, which 
believe it or not I try very hard not to fall foul of. The danger is, 
when you’re describing some of the stories and experiences I’ve 
come face-to-face with, it’s difficult not to show your anger. But for 
the most part the terrible facts speak for themselves. 

And this is the bottom line — I have never, ever, been arrested 
over any hate crime offence. Never. After Facebook banned me for 
supposedly encouraging my followers to behead Muslims, allies of 
mine went through the long and difficult process of getting my entire 
Facebook account from the company. It took forever, but when I 
finally got all of those posts and comments, there wasn’t a single 
thing I’d posted that came close to being hate speech. 

So why was I silenced across all social media platforms in a 
matter of hours and days? Surely I can’t have committed these 
grievous offences all at the exact same time? It must have just been 
coincidence ... that or someone within the State issued the command 
to silence that Robinson bloke, now. That’s the only conclusion I can 
reach. 

My situation was summed up in Shah and Cooper’s bullshit, 
because it wasn’t about an individual’s hate speech, much less free 
speech. It was a perfect example of State fascism and it plainly 
highlighted the biggest challenge facing us all today. 

The UK government, like virtually all the other so-called western 
democracies, is part of a concerted global effort to pressurise and 
restrict the free speech platforms provided by the likes of Twitter, 
Facebook, YouTube and so on. Sure enough, following that grilling 
by Shah and Cooper, and despite at first defending my content as not 
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being in breach of anything, YouTube contrived an excuse to shut 
down my channel. You have to dig very deep and know exactly 
where you’re going to uncover any YouTube videos with my name 
attached. And it’s inescapable that YouTube did it just to appease our 
political establishment. 

So right now, sorry to say, I’d have to suggest the globalists are 
winning. Hopefully, technology will keep a step ahead of them and 
as one door slams shut, we’ll find a new one opening to keep our 
voices and messages being heard. 

For a while at least, a new social media platform called Parler was 
where you’d find people like me, Katie Hopkins and others, 
encouraging truth-seekers to ignore the far-Left indoctrinated Twitter 
and dig below the surface. I had 400,000 followers on Parler at one 
point — and then it was taken down. There was also the Russian 
equivalent of Facebook, VK, where you briefly found me venting, 
until apparently the Silicon Valley mob even got to Russian President 
Vladimir Putin and erased me from that! 

In respect of connecting people around the world with views that 
don’t suit government narratives, the online world remains our only 
future. The establishment can censor and try to shut down freedom of 
speech and expression all they want, but you can’t un-invent the 
internet. As of today I have 150,000 followers on Telegram with a 
daily reach of up to 1.7 million, and Jason Miller, who was an aide to 
President Trump, has launched a rival to Twitter in Gettr, where ’'m 
putting out tons of content. That’s where free speech is living for 
now if you want to go looking. 

Going back to the early days of the EDL, our Facebook channel 
was repeatedly hacked and we’d had to keep starting again from 
scratch. It’s happened to my websites before, whether it be deliberate 
external sabotage or us being silenced on the whim of some faceless 
administrator. But it’s no good getting angry — although you naturally 
do — you just have to suck it up, and go through the motions to get 
things fixed. They knock you down, you get back up again. They 
knock you down, you get back up again. 

You just can’t let the bastards grind you down. 


45 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


5 — THE RISE (AND FALL) OF PEGIDA 


It’s only when you sit down to work on a project like this, that you 
get a kind of look in the rear-view mirror on your life. Just a few 
years, but so many things happening all at once. So there I was in 
2015, getting the first book done, trying to build our new family 
home, but meanwhile the world was turning. In terms of the one 
constant thing in my life in recent years — the Islamification of the 
west — it was spinning faster than ever. 

Through those mad early days of the EDL, from football lads’ 
message boards and on through the internet generally, Facebook and 
the rest, I basically communicated with the world through my mobile 
phone. I read stuff on social media, or watch videos and sport on my 
iPhone mostly, rather than reading newspapers or sitting in front of a 
television. 

I wasn’t one for books, at least I wasn’t until I found myself with 
all the time in the world. Spending 23-and-a-half hours a day in 
solitary confinement with no phone will leave you very grateful for 
the world of books. I read and read and read in those periods, much 
of it spent educating myself about Islam and its roots. I wonder how 
many of our ministers and academics have taken the trouble to study 
this ideology so deeply? Because Islam really is far, far more than 
just a religion. 

It was social media and my phone however that introduced me to 
the world of Pegida, the European street movement that in 2015 was 
creating huge rumblings underneath the entire fabric of public life in 
Germany, and particularly the old East Germany. 

I was busy enough at home and had no interest in getting mixed 
up in any kind of British street movements. I’d moved on from the 
EDL and although I knew they still had a presence, my times having 
any kind of involvement with them were long past. Actually, given 
the continuing social problems in England’s towns and cities, I think 
it was quite surprising then and still is, that there’s no longer any real 
people’s ‘street presence’ to speak of. 
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That’s one reason why I was fascinated by what was happening in 
Europe. At that point, domestic terrorism in the UK had been largely 
limited to the bombing outrages of July 7, 2005 in London, the 
follow-up plot to that which was foiled, the car-ramming attack at 
Glasgow airport in 2007 and the barbaric beheading of Lee Rigby on 
the streets of London in 2013. There were other lone-wolf incidents 
but those were the headline grabbers. 

Whether it was down to good intelligence or simple good fortune 
— or quite probably a bit of both — we had managed to avoid the kind 
of terrorist atrocities which were suddenly sweeping mainland 
Europe. 

Led like so many donkeys by German chancellor Angela Merkel, 
most countries of the EU had literally opened the floodgates to 
millions of Muslim migrants. I was watching it and thinking, wow — 
they just don’t give a damn! They’ve either no understanding of how 
difficult integrating these people into German society would be, or 
they’ve not even considered the issue. Either way they’re just 
handing their countries over to them. Unbelievable. 

For all of the hot-air rubbish spouted by Home Secretary Priti 
Patel and Boris Johnson about ‘working with our European partners’ 
France keeps shovelling potential terrorists across the Channel as fast 
as they can load them into boats. Those so-called refugees, armed 
(for now at least) only with their iPhones, are still being welcomed 
with open arms by the UK Border Force in record numbers. 

As European nations discovered, but with apparently none of 
them seeming to wonder why, their floods of refugees were 
overwhelmingly single young men. No one set alarm bells ringing at 
that but there should have been. 

I don’t think there was a one-size-fits-all situation involved in 
Europe. France and Spain have had Muslim communities in their 
major towns and cities for a long time. Their immigrant populations 
tend to be from north Africa though, and are what you might describe 
as ‘settled’. 

Here in Britain, despite the ongoing Channel invasion, the mostly 
south Asian Muslim populations are now into their third and fourth 
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generations since their grandparents and even great-grandparents 
came over mostly from Pakistan, India and Bangladesh. 

I’m not sure those EU nations suddenly saying ‘welcome, come 
on in!’ realised what they were letting themselves in for. And that 
really goes for Germany, especially when they adopted their official 
‘open door’ policy at the end of August 2015. By the time the 
German Bundestag realised the size of the bollock it had dropped 
just three months later and tried edging shut that door, the country 
had taken in an estimated 890,000 asylum seekers. 

Streets that once were sparkling clean, city parks that had been 
pleasant spaces for evening strolls for local citizens, were suddenly 
tented ghettoes where you’d have to be out of your mind to try 
walking through after dark. Oops, Angela. 

I’m not sure if anyone pointed out that right around that time, 
during the rise of Islamic State in Iraq and Syria, the ISIS leaders had 
promised to flood Europe with their jihadi warriors. Not only was 
that now coming true, but EU nations were laying out the red carpet 
for them. 

The surprise on the faces of Merkel, Emmanuel Macron and 
friends when self-proclaimed Soldiers of Allah then drove a truck 
through a crowded Christmas market, or machine-gunned innocents 
in Paris, was something to see. These virtue-signalling idiots had 
held out an open invitation for those exact horrors to happen, and yet 
they still managed to look surprised when they did. The stupidity of 
those people is truly unbelievable. 

The launch of Pegida in Dresden by Lutz Bachmann in October 
2014 was raising concerns well in advance of the state-sponsored 
invasion that would hit German streets. The country had already seen 
mass violence breaking out between Chechens and Yazidis, with 
unrest amongst other migrant factions — between themselves 
ironically, not yet their hosts. Pegida stood to uphold traditional 
German virtues and particularly resistance against the Islamification 
of their country. 

As you’d expect, Pegida was immediately smeared as far right 
and racist and still is today. All I can say is that the people doing the 
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smearing have obviously never been in Dresden on a Monday 
evening over the past seven years. Dresden is in what was old, pre- 
unification East Germany. I’ve visited enough times to note how 
different their citizens’ attitudes are compared with their cousins in 
the wealthier and longer-liberated west. 

Pegida was neither right-wing nor political, such as I could see. It 
was a simple coming together of concerned citizens who were 
already horrified by what they were witnessing. But with the mass 
influx, Germany was then hit by a plague of sex attacks by asylum 
seekers on local women. There was an explosion in criminality. 
Entire districts of towns and cities had suddenly taken on a whole 
new religious and ethnic profile. And it wasn’t just the newcomers 
causing trouble with the locals, far from it. German police were 
suddenly having to deal with outbreaks of mob violence between the 
individual Muslim groups. 

Salafi fundamentalist Muslims were attacking Kurds, who were 
themselves protesting against ISIS atrocities in Iraq/Syria, all on top 
of the Chechens versus Yazidis. I don’t think there was a citizen in 
Germany who had signed up for any of that grief and I doubt very 
much these were the kind of people Mrs Merkel thought she was 
inviting to dinner. But as shock waves rolled through Germany, what 
struck me from the very beginning of Pegida was the measured, 
respectful way they displayed their opposition to it. 

Lutz Bachmann started the movement with what he described as 
‘an evening stroll’ of concerned Dresden citizens that attracted a 
handful of supporters at first. Just seven weeks later there were 
10,000 men and women peacefully braving the bitter winter cold to 
stand together in the city centre. They listened to speakers sharing a 
message against religious extremism and violence, while reinforcing 
their right to preserve their culture. These days that’s enough to label 
you immediately as far right. I’ve never witnessed anything less 
extreme in my life. 

And on they went. Every Monday citizens turned out in ever 
greater numbers, to listen to speakers, to politely applaud, sharing 
their simple slogan ‘We are the people’. 
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There was provocation from the far-Left agitators as you’d 
expect. At the same time there were extreme right idiots trying to 
piggy-back on Pegida, because Germany certainly still has more than 
its share of those. The people were having none of it though. 

I watched as Pegida spread, firstly to other German cities like 
Leipzig and eventually across the continent to the Netherlands. Tens 
of thousands of people taking to the streets — and ordinary people at 
that. Upstanding citizens. Not a mob of boozy lads having a day out 
as perhaps we’d been in our early EDL days, just ordinary people. 
That was and always will be where the real power lies. Mums and 
dads saying they’ve had enough. 

I knew what the EDL had been through in terms of police 
disruption and State-provoked ‘chaos’ and will admit that I feared the 
worst for Pegida. But the big difference was that there never seemed 
to be any trouble associated with their demonstrations. Just quiet, 
respectful people, walking, speaking and listening, no matter their 
media’s attempts to paint them all as Nazi throwbacks. 

How long would it last? Well, Lutz seemed like a bloke with a bit 
of backbone. I’d looked at his Wikipedia page and having seen all 
the things he’d already been through, I thought ‘he’s here to stay, this 
bloke has seen it all’. He shrugged off the predictable character 
attacks but it came as a real shock when he had to resign 
(temporarily) after a photograph surfaced of him apparently dressed 
up as Hitler. You can imagine how swiftly the boot was put into him. 
But then it quickly emerged that the picture had been doctored. 
Photoshopped. It was a stitch-up. No doubt the liberal luvvies cried 
themselves to sleep that night. Lutz returned to the fray. 

When Pegida launched in Holland and Lutz invited me over to 
speak, I flew out of Luton to Utrecht to meet them with my mate 
Rammo, a gappy-toothed lad from Lincoln. I thought that was going 
to end badly before we’d even exchanged first handshakes. 

As we were going into the meeting I was confronted by a huge 
bald bloke, with a big Swastika tattoo on his arm and he was being a 
right arse, all “white pride’ bullshit. I didn’t expect this kind of stuff 
from Pegida and my heart sank. I thought Rammo was going to fill 
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the guy in, but I took him to one side and told him to keep his cool. 
When we went back the bloke carried on with his shit and this time it 
was me who lost it and nearly went for him! 

And then, wouldn’t you know it, it turned out this character was 
in town for some other event altogether and wasn’t part of the Pegida 
gathering at all. My first words to Lutz ended up being an apology 
for getting wound up by the bloke. I guess that happens when you’re 
conditioned to every new face being potential trouble. 

I didn’t know quite what to expect because if people think I’m a 
colourful character, Lutz Bachmann makes me look like a choirboy. 
He’s a man of ‘conviction’ in more ways than one. He ran a 
nightclub for black people in South Africa, which I think you’d agree 
was somewhat different. He’d played professional soccer and when I 
met him he was supposed to be working in marketing and PR. 

At that first meeting he was with a chap named Edwin who was 
supposed to be a weapons dealer — no, I didn’t ask — a woman, 
Tatiana, and a good old-fashioned Hell’s Angel by the name of 
Ziggy. What a crew, but I connected with them immediately. 

They saw the same problems now in Germany that we’d been 
having in England for years, and they saw that awakening the wider 
public to the many and various dangers of extreme interpretations of 
Islam was critical. 

More than that, they also saw that gaining the moral high ground 
by organising their protests peacefully was vital if the movement was 
going to gain any credibility. Whatever they looked like or how 
colourful their backgrounds, these people were intent on doing things 
right. 

At this time I hadn’t done a speech to any kind of rally for a long 
time, let alone on foreign soil, presumably with a foreign-speaking 
audience. Lutz laughed at seeing me pacing up and down, turning 
into a nervous wreck by the second. 

We’d tried to take the EDL into Europe quite some time before 
but with the benefit of hindsight it’s clear they weren’t ready for our 
message. It probably didn’t help that we were English, either. Their 
major problems were yet to come and I wasn’t talking about Brexit. 
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Times were changing though. There were about 500 people at that 
rally in Utrecht and my contribution was applauded well enough. I 
left feeling relieved that I hadn’t made a fool of myself, but the link 
had been established with Lutz and Pegida. 

As a result of that new friendship I was invited to speak at their 
first anniversary rally back on home territory at Dresden. It was a 
proud if nerve-wracking occasion. In short it was awesome. 

The difference between our ramshackle EDL organisation in the 
early days and what Pegida had managed to establish was huge. 
Sure, we’d been passionate about the issues we were demonstrating 
over, but the profile of our support was very different. There were 
times at EDL demos when you’d have half the people listening to the 
speeches, some over here throwing stuff back at the ever-present 
Lefty agitators, plus some over there heading off to find the nearest 
pub. 

Looking back, I have mixed feelings about the EDL days. There 
were times when I had more than a few beers and treated it more like 
a lads’ social than a political protest myself. But if I’m honest, that 
was also one of the reasons that the EDL worked — because it was a 
day out amongst like-minded mates. These were mostly blokes who 
didn’t mind rubbing the establishment up the wrong way and there 
was nothing wrong with that. There were serious issues at the root of 
everything and we were serious about them. It was certainly different 
from Pegida though. 

Over time Id tried to get away from the yobbish behaviour that 
was typical of early EDL rallies. We would eventually stage protests 
where we marched in silence, despite the provocation the police 
often encouraged. The protests and marches after Lee Rigby’s 
horrific murder were the best examples of that. We actually received 
praise from some police chiefs, even if the MSM couldn’t find it in 
themselves to be honest or objective. But even then I was always 
aware of having to try to keep some people in line. 

In terms of widening the EDL’s appeal to the wider public 
though? We never had a chance, if for no other reason than the ‘far 
right’ label, being stuck to us at every turn. These days you can be 
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called ‘far right’ and ‘racist’ for complaining about a dodgy chicken 
tikka masala, so it’s almost a badge of honour. 

This however, at Dresden, was very different, a million miles 
away from anything I’d experienced. The whole crowd was middle 
class, well dressed, calm, they were good humoured, concerned 
citizens. If anyone in their ranks started acting up they were quickly 
reminded by their neighbours exactly why they were there. 

Until this time I hadn’t been aware of the differences in attitudes 
between people in Germany’s east and west. You have to remember 
that Dresden, in the former east, was virtually flattened by the RAF 
during World War II. They still see Winston Churchill as a war 
criminal and most of the people you meet today have family 
members who lived through that hell. 

I had Rammo with me for company — Rammo was pretty much 
my constant mate during my European travels — and also my 
cameraman Mike, to grab some footage because by then my ‘media’ 
career had begun and I was back somewhat in the public spotlight. I 
used to fly into Prague and get the train into Germany when I visited 
— for various historic reasons — but also I was particularly fond of a 
really great hotel there, the Aquapalace. I’ve even taken the wife and 
kids for a break because it’s like the Center Parcs swimming pool 
complex on steroids. 

But while I was out there for the Pegida anniversary the latest in 
an endless line of death threats was issued against me. It was a quite 
professionally produced rap video put out on social media by some 
bloke calling for “Tommy Robinson ... off with his head”. The guy 
was saying he wanted to see heads on spears. “Chav shits, get Rigby- 
d” this geezer came out with, referencing Lee Rigby. The video even 
called the Queen a “thieving whore”. 

Now, a quick question. If that isn’t inciting hate and violence, 
exactly what is? Where are the police when that sort of vile stuff hits 
social media? 

I know, it’s a stupid question because we know they’re not 
interested, but that doesn’t mean you haven’t to keep making the 
point. So anyway, I did a video of me on the water-slide at the 
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Aquapalace and sent him it, saying “Here I am mate, me and my 
head ... the life of the far right, eh?” 

Ahead of the rally itself I remember hearing Angela Merkel 
saying of Pegida, “They have hatred in their hearts ... they will be 
gone and forgotten”. Again, obviously she’d not bothered finding out 
for herself. Let me tell you, that evening was mesmerising. As far as 
you could see, there was an ocean of people — real people, concerned 
people, ordinary human beings with love and respect, but more than 
a little bit of fear and concern in their hearts. The people of Dresden 
have been through so much but there they were in their beautiful city, 
fully restored after the horrors they’d suffered, simply determined 
not to see it invaded or destroyed again. 

Even after the war and through the Eastern Bloc years and Soviet 
rule, those people had to put up with so much. Because just as with 
Pegida now, back then ordinary citizens apparently used to walk 
together en masse, peacefully, silently, making their point. Their 
slogan was ‘we are the people’. It was a gesture, a movement, and 
the same slogan that ultimately had proven powerful enough to bring 
down the Berlin wall. 

Lutz told me how he’d been captured by the former East German 
secret police, the Stasi, and kept in a barrel of freezing water for 
three days. And I thought I’d had it rough in the British prison 
system! You don’t forget that kind of treatment and you don’t 
sleepwalk back into it like Merkel and her soft-headed EU mugs 
seemed determined to. 

Ill never forget that first anniversary event in Dresden in front of 
40,000 people and afterwards we went back to a hotel for a bite to 
eat and chat about how things had gone and something quite 
remarkable happened. An elderly gentleman was sitting in the corner 
of the room and we were told by staff that he had paid for our meal. I 
went over to thank him, but he was the one who was grateful. 

He said, “Thank you England”. He said his generation of people 
had lived in an age of whispers, but of different whispers — the 
whispers of Communism. And now, he said, it is radical Islam. 
Terrible problems again, but with a different name. 
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These days it’s every second Monday in Dresden — when not 
under coronavirus lockdown — that thousands of people gather. You 
can be there at 7.30pm and wonder what the fuss is about, and half 
an hour later there’s a mass of people. They will listen to speeches 
for hours, quietly, respectfully paying attention and at the end they 
will turn and hug each other before heading home. It is so moving. 
And you’ll laugh at this but afterwards, when they depart, there’s not 
a single piece of litter on the ground! 

Beyond Pegida, the German political landscape has shifted in 
recent years with the rise of serious political movements. AfD — 
Alternative for Germany — has become a real threat to the political 
establishment. Naturally you’ll read that they are a far right party 
when what any sensible person would see is a party speaking up for 
the concerns of proud citizens, nothing more. Or does every ancient 
Christian democracy have to yield to an ideology which remains 
intent on submitting the entire world to its will? Seems so. 

On my first visit to Germany I was shown transformed cities that 
had become unrecognisable in just a matter of months. Entire city 
blocks were now swarming with masses of migrants, transformed 
into de facto refugee camps. There was a sense of violence in the air, 
constantly, with the police struggling to keep a lid on it. You saw fear 
in people’s faces. Not a week, not a day was going by when someone 
didn’t get beaten up, or a woman was sexually assaulted. 

On New Year’s Eve 2015, just in Cologne — which is in the west 
of the country — up to 1,200 women were sexually assaulted. The 
very same night similar attacks happened in cities across Germany 
and further afield around Europe. I can’t imagine that just happens by 
accident. 

There must be a plan, an organisation of some kind involved on 
some level. Those concerted attacks, all on the same night, couldn’t 
be sheer coincidence. Not that any politician or media outlet was 
acknowledging that possibility, even if they couldn’t completely 
throw a blanket over the scale of the attacks. 

Sure enough the police predictably said nothing much had 
happened which goes to show that the conspiracy to cover up this 
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criminality isn’t just a British thing. But there were 1,200 girls and 
women and their families who weren’t going to let the truth be 
silenced quite that easily. Thousands of people took to Cologne’s 
Streets to protest. 

I drove out there a week later with my mate Danny Barker and 
happened to bump into the television celebrity Stacey Dooley in my 
hotel. I’ve known Stacey since we were kids in Luton. She was there 
with her tv producers and we got into a bit of an argument. Stacey 
clearly thought we needed to be doing more to help the ‘poor’ 
migrants and didn’t seem too concerned that more than a thousand 
women had been sexually assaulted, or that al Qaeda had even 
announced in advance what was going to happen. Stacey was living 
in Brighton by then. She’d obviously managed to leave behind all the 
things she saw growing up in Luton. 

Not too many months afterwards when I’d begun chasing news 
stories all over England, and further afield, I went to see women in 
Berlin protesting against the migrant violence. On that occasion they 
found themselves under attack by far-Left thugs, led by Antifa 
extremists. What’s more I couldn’t believe that so many of them 
were English. Talking to people, asking questions, it became clear 
that the counter protests were orchestrated by the European far-Left. 
Their agitators were being bussed in from all over Europe. I saw the 
exact same thing happen at a protest in Poland. 

The stories these women told were horrific, beggaring belief. 
Maria Leidenberg was a 17-year-old girl, raped and murdered in 
Freiberg by a migrant who entered the country supposedly as a 
‘child’ but who was eventually discovered to be 25. But get this — 
tragic Maria’s father was an EU Commissioner and at her funeral he 
held a collection for refugees. Seriously. 

I suppose that’s how these people sleep at nights. I’m surprised 
Mr Leidenberg didn’t say that his daughter asked for it. He might as 
well have. 

Everywhere I heard the same messages ... “No girl, no woman in 
Germany is now in safety” ... “People who have an opinion should 
be allowed to speak, but they can’t’. 
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East Germany had never had much of a Muslim population and 
certainly not a Muslim problem until Merkel’s migrant invasion. And 
they’d not had anything like the far-Left and Antifa, nothing like the 
size of organised opposition we have in the UK. At one German 
demo I walked into the group of opposition protestors, a couple of 
hundred of them, the women seemingly all with pink or green or 
purple-dyed hair, the cowardly blokes mostly hiding behind masks, 
as that lot do. 

At one point the conversation got a bit heated and the police 
escorted me out of there, despite me having a camera and 
microphone. I guess it was a win on one level. If I’d tried that over 
here I’d probably have copped a battering and the police would have 
been ‘otherwise engaged’. 

I did manage to get into a bit of a ruck with Germany’s version of 
our MSM mugs though. A woman was telling me about the very real 
fears of local people when a female journalist came shouting and 
carrying on, having a right go at me. She shouted that they were lies ` 
I was being told, that I should shut up ... and so I told her she was a 
fascist for trying to silence me. At that she said she was going to get 
the police, because of me calling her out. They can’t see it, they 
really can’t. 

What I witnessed in Germany was little short of an invasion not 
by displaced refugees, but an alien ideology. It wasn’t the creeping 
change we’ve witnessed over decades now in England. For them, it 
happened almost overnight. A real shock to the system. Meanwhile 
we’ve been quietly blinded to the effective takeover of entire towns 
and areas of cities over the years. 

Some of the things I was to see and experience when my 
investigations took me to the north of England showed how a 
political revolution in local authorities had gone hand in hand with 
that process. In Germany, across Europe, almost overnight they were 
being shown what the destruction of their national identity would 
look like. More frighteningly for them, their political classes seemed 
to be not only blind to it but encouraging it. Those people’s fears 
were very real. 
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In the period afterwards it seemed movements and parties like 
AfD in Germany, The League and Five Star in Italy, were capable of 
forcing change both at home and in Brussels. It hasn’t happened so 
far, for whatever reason. And when the world became gripped by 
covid-induced State authoritarianism, I had to wonder if it ever will. 

Interestingly, when I was imprisoned under that trumped-up 
contempt of court charge in May 2018, I was offered political asylum 
by an AfD member of the Bundestag, Petr Bystron. I don’t know 
how that might have worked but it was never a realistic option, if 
only because my battleground is here, on British soil. Not that 
Germany is exactly a safe haven these days either. It was a welcome 
signal of support though, no doubt. 

With the Pegida leadership I was a guest of sorts and as such not a 
target for local law enforcement. What I could see then, and still did 
when I returned for their seventh anniversary Dresden event, was 
that Britain was sorely lacking a legitimate, respectable, street 
movement. And back in early 2016, me being me, the temptation was 
there to get in deeper than I ever intended. It resulted in the short- 
lived organisation that was Pegida UK. 

Despite the fact I’d been away from organised protests for a few 
years and was far from keen to return, I wasn’t blind to what was still 
happening at home. It was Lutz’s sidekick Ziggy who insisted there 
wasn’t time to sit on our hands and wait and do nothing. He insisted 
the time to act was now. And as such Pegida UK took form. 

It wasn’t my finest hour, I admit. Like Europe hadn’t been ready 
for the EDL, the UK wasn’t ready for Pegida. 

Could the peaceful movement that emerged from Dresden 
succeed here? There wasn’t and isn’t a mainstream political party 
with the courage to stand up to domestic extremism and the truth is 
they’re all too busy trying to buy Muslim bloc votes and have been 
for many years. 

What price a few kids’ or tourists’ lives if pandering to a solid 
minority can keep Labour MPs sucking off the Westminster tit? The 
Tories are just jealous of Labour’s success in many of those Muslim- 
dominated towns and cities and councils. 
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Given all the headaches I’d had with the EDL though, I didn’t 
want to head up this venture. Not for a minute. I’d owned that t-shirt 
thanks and it had seen the inside of too many prison cells. Besides I 
didn’t think my marriage would survive it. As such I spoke to Paul 
Weston and Anne-Marie Waters who were prominent activists in 
their own rights and they were keen. I agreed to at least set things in 
motion. 

I knew Paul from my EDL days and I always thought he had the 
look, the right sound, for something like this. Anne-Marie was a 
liberal feminist, who had turned a full 180 degrees by the time she 
launched her website Sharia Watch. She seemed another good 
prospect. We made the announcement in January 2016 at which point 
I made it clear that I was only going to be an adviser — and I set 
about trying to organise somewhere for the first demonstration. 

The key issue had to be keeping things calm and well structured, 
as they did in Dresden. It also had to be a location where the police 
could manage things well, which is always a major headache when 
you descend on a city centre. With the best will in the world, you 
almost always get problems. Eventually I decided on a location in an 
industrial estate near Birmingham airport. 

You may have read in the MSM that three men and a dog turned 
up, but in fact we had a really healthy turnout of around 1,000 
people, despite it being the beginning of February and pouring rain. 
It was a great crowd, just what we were looking for, with a ban on 
alcohol by the way, because we weren’t making that mistake again. 
We walked in complete silence for about a mile then gathered for 
speeches. Raheem Kassan from Breitbart came and spoke about 
Brexit, which was the first time we’d met and he made a really good 
impression both on me and the crowd. 

Another speaker, a chap called Mohammed, a Pakistani Christian, 
spoke and was well received too. Lutz and Ziggy came over from 
Germany for that Birmingham rally and one senior police officer 
actually said to me afterwards that he’d been on all of our EDL 
demos and this was by far the most powerful event he’d witnessed. It 
never caught on though, and I’m pretty sure I know one of the main 
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reasons. To make a street movement like this work you have to go at 
it, full-on, 110%. It has to become all-consuming, like the EDL had 
been for me and Kev Carroll and our close allies. There has to be fire 
in your belly for the cause, you have to be able to keep getting up 
every time the State knocks you on your backside, you have to give 
it your full focus. 

I wanted to get it up and running and then step back and watch, to 
hand the reins over to Paul and Anne-Marie and others as they were 
drawn to the cause. It just didn’t happen that way. 

They put themselves forward as leaders in our early talks but I 
suspect that neither really had their hearts in it. That or perhaps they 
didn’t know how to drive it forward. Maybe they thought that good 
old Tommy would end up doing all the legwork and come up with 
the ideas and the organisation. 

The fact was, after all that I’d been through and to an extent was 
still going through, I couldn’t come back and tell my wife I was 
starting massive street marches again. It would have come down to a 
choice between my family or the movement and that wasn’t a choice 
at all. 
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6 — REBEL, OUT WITH A CAUSE 


During the whole Pegida period, while still trying to get our family 
life back to something resembling normality, it wasn’t as if I’d 
disappeared down a hole in the ground or stopped taking notice of 
the chaos and mayhem happening on the streets of our country, or 
indeed that I’d stopped caring about it. If you hadn’t noticed I think 
‘pissed-off’ is my default setting much of the time. 

I still did a lot of posting on social media, Twitter and Facebook 
and stuff, commentating on some of the daily outrages that have 
become the new normal in today’s England. I had the freedom of 
being a maverick and not being tied down to any schedule or anyone 
else’s agenda. And then, after the Christmas that we moved into our 
new home, I did an interview with Ezra Levant from Rebel Media in 
Canada. 

Rebel may be Canadian-based but that’s the beauty of the new 
age of communication. You can reach the world as easily as you can 
touch your toes, talk to half of America as easily as your next-door 
neighbour. Probably easier during our stupid lockdowns. 

Ezra and I have had our moments, our ups and downs, but TIl 
never be able to thank him enough for the way he fought my corner. 
That involved being pretty much against the world and especially the 
MSM, when I was going through my 2018 contempt of court 
nightmares. After that first interview in 2016 he told me he thought I 
was “a wasted talent” and that “you have to be doing this!” which 
was pretty flattering I must admit. Tommy Robinson the investigative 
journalist? Who would have imagined that? Not me. 

I told him that I couldn’t, that I was still building the house we 
were already living in, and that I needed an income above all else. 
That wasn’t putting Ezra off though. 

“If I send you some cameras, we can send you out to just do a 
video,” he insisted. 

It was a wide enough brief in fairness, just to find something to 
comment about in Britain and do a video about it. It wasn’t as if 
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there wasn’t plenty to talk about, but for some reason I had zero 
confidence in my ability to do it. That might come as a surprise to a 
lot of people given how things have panned out but I was nervous as 
a kitten. Anyway, the camera from Rebel Media came, sure enough — 
and promptly sat in a box in the corner for eight weeks. Ezra was 
ringing me and I was ignoring him, making up all kinds of excuses 
... that I had no spare time, that I wasn’t computer savvy (which was 
very true), whatever came to mind. 

The bottom line was that I was way out of my comfort zone. But 
he got me in the end. He kept going on — no one was bringing the 
truth to a public that was hungry to hear and see it. The MSM was 
part of the problem, the biggest part. Where was the people’s voice? 
Ezra cornered me into producing something and so as much to shut 
him up as anything, I did a video. It was in the spare bedroom at my 
mum’s and it was terrible. Absolutely awful. 

I can’t even remember why I picked the subject of murders and 
migrant attacks in Sweden and how it was taking President Trump to 
shine a light on their problems. Maybe I thought that a story with a 
north American slant might be more relevant for Rebel, but I 
certainly kicked off big style to the camera. Someone needed to get a 
grip of me and say ‘calm down, son’ because I was shouting at the 
camera, getting all worked up, carrying on alarming in an empty 
room. Heaven knows what my poor mum thought was going on. 

Still, it was all easy enough to manage once it was filmed, to 
email the Dropbox files and stuff. Maybe as rough as that first effort 
was, there was something, a seed of sorts to work on. Ezra and his 
team obviously thought so because they kept on badgering me to do 
more. 

I have to say this was probably the time that the power of the 
camera and of social media first really occurred to me. That’s 
especially in terms of getting the truth of a situation directly to 
people who wanted and deserved to know it, as opposed to having it 
either twisted or ignored by the MSM and their allies. 

Suddenly you really could cut out the biased middle man and all 
the many agendas in play. I had already got into the habit of getting 
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my phone out and starting videoing whenever a situation looked like 
it might turn into a ‘he-said she-said’ type of confrontation. The fact 
is, if the police are called they are only ever going to take one side 
and it sure isn’t mine. 

After the first video it was a couple of weeks before I got round to 
doing another, despite Rebel being pretty constantly on my back. 
Eventually I told Ezra — I’m trying to find ways of making money, I 
have three kids who have activity classes every night, football, 
dancing, swimming and stuff. I can’t come in at 9 o’clock at night 
and start making a video for £60. That’s what they were paying me. 

And that’s when everything changed, when my life took another 
sharp turn. Ezra said, what if I give you a full-time wage? I mean, 
let’s face it, I was basically unemployable and worse than that, 
everyone I had ever worked with had been terrorised by the State, 
checked and investigated by police, harassed by the tax or VAT-man 

. anything, everything. There was never anything to find, but it 
didn’t matter how upstanding a citizen they might be. If they were 
associated with me they were fair game for the State to give them a 
working over, to remind them who’s the boss. 

My plumbing business was down the drain, so to speak, while my 
cousin and best mate Kev Carroll was having a nightmare because of 
the EDL years. If Kev was on a site, no matter how good his work 
was, if he was recognised and the link with me was made, the job 
was done. That happened to him for a long enough time. For me 
though, this was a legitimate change of direction with some financial 
security attached. 

Ezra and his Rebel Media colleagues knew that Britain was still 
the front line in the battle to tackle the Islamification of the west. 
They were having more and more of their own problems in Canada 
and north America, but in England the authorities had already turned 
a blind eye to Sharia courts and effective caliphates in places like 
Tower Hamlets, plus large swathes of Birmingham, West Yorkshire 
and Lancashire. 

The rape gangs that had been exposed in Rochdale, Rotherham 
and so on were just the tip of the iceberg. That much was becoming 
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more and more obvious with each passing year. But still, with every 
new scandal we were seeing a matching cover-up from the police, 
local authorities and social services — the ‘SS’. Very fitting, 
considering what some of their senior managers have put a 
generation of our children through. 

Ezra asked what I needed in order to concentrate on Rebel. Like a 
growing number of awoke as opposed to woke citizens, he could see 
what the future might hold even if every western government 
remained completely blind to it. Simply put, whatever Europe and 
Britain already had, they were very likely to get and Ezra and friends 
were front and centre of the resistance. 

Rebel had become one of the biggest independent news networks 
in Canada in the space of 18 months. I hadn’t been aware of all the 
‘new’ news media outlets like Rebel and Breitbart, but I soon was. I 
told Ezra I needed a thousand pounds a week — a £50k salary — and 
he said right, you’re on. 

Tommy Robinson, reporter-at-large, coming very shortly to a bent 
councillor, a terrorist or a rape victim near you! 

At pretty much the same time I got invited to do an interview in 
Chelsea with a couple of bright young film makers, guys by the name 
of Caolan Robertson and George Llewellyn-John, who were setting 
up their own independent news website. As was my usual way, I 
asked if they’d pay for my train and a nice fillet steak dinner in 
return for the interview and when the answer was yes, I went down 
to meet them. 

They were a couple of incredibly smart, middle-class young men, 
the complete opposite of whatever I am and probably the first 
‘middle-class’ people I would end up getting to know up close and 
personal. As the relationship progressed I started to see how different 
we were in so many ways, but they were along for a pretty wild ride 
in those early days. I think it’s fair to say they got their eyes well and 
truly opened too. I would eventually get to see Caolan Robertson in a 
very different light however. 

I’m not sure if the things we went through grew them up as men 
or left them traumatised. Probably a bit of both. At our meeting it 
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was clear they were only just starting out and were on a shoestring 
budget, so I even refused their money for the steak and travel. I 
know, what a nice guy that Tommy Robinson bloke is... 

My lounge at home was my broadcasting studio at that point, so 
they helped me with the next one. They did some pretty simple stuff 
but the difference it made was amazing and Ezra was blown away. 
He put them on the payroll too and told us all to crack on. 

A secure wage, people who knew what they were doing with the 
technical stuff, that was all the boxes ticked. After that it was just a 
case of saying ‘let’s go cover this’ ... ‘let’s go cover that...” and 
Tommy Robinson the video journalist and street reporter was in 
business. And once we got going, then it really came home to me, 
where the power was — in my hand, with a mobile phone, a camera. 

For too long the MSM had come to our demos with their cameras, 
distorted reality to suit their warped, bigoted messages, and we’d not 
been smart enough to fight back. Now we had at our disposal the 
ability to compete, to properly highlight the truth in the face of the 
MSM lies. That’s what Rebel empowered me to do. 


Pll come on to what I saw and learned up and down the country, 
during weeks and months of midnight dashes, dragging George and 
Caolan along in my wake, because that mission I suddenly found 
myself on continued long after the relationship with Rebel ended. It 
continues today. 

The Rebel tie-up was pretty much destined to end sooner or later 
for a number of reasons. Ezra became something of a father figure to 
me, but that was fraught with problems too, the biggest problem not 
surprisingly being me. 

No matter how well intentioned he was with his advice and 
guidance, no matter how practical his business thinking was, the fact 
is that I’m a nightmare to manage. Always have been, probably 
always will be. It’s the old ‘light blue touch-paper and stand well 
back’ and I’m off and running like the Duracell bunny. 

I’ve worked for myself since I was just 20-years-old so it isn’t so 
much that I don’t ‘do’ bosses, more that I’ve never lived in that 
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environment, so I’ve never had to get used to it. On the rare 
occasions I did have a boss, I wasn’t very good at it if I’m honest. I 
wasn’t with Ezra. 

For instance, until much more recently I’d never done the whole 
“security detail’ thing. If I walked in somewhere with four big burly 
blokes surrounding me, I’d feel even smaller than I already am. 
That’s not a size thing by the way, that’s just the fact of supposedly 
needing protection in places that should be safe for any citizen to 
walk. In time the reality of those situations would change too, but 
back then I just didn’t get it. 

On the other hand, Ezra was doing the responsible thing and 
trying to take our safety seriously, to keep us out of trouble, because 
the last thing Rebel needed was a battlefield. Blood, snot and tears 
might look the part for a war correspondent in Syria, but not a 
council estate in Oldham. It didn’t matter that I was happy to take my 
life — and George and Caolan’s — in my hands. Poor Ezra and Rebel 
Media had a duty of care to us. 

Having seen me tearing up and down the country in the dead of 
night chasing this story or that, he started wanting me running things 
by him first, doing what an editor does I suppose. It wasn’t 
something I either understood or thought necessary. I’m pretty 
impulsive in those situations, a bit of an adrenaline junkie even. It 
began to occur to them that Rebel had a real rebel on their hands, one 
who was thousands of miles away and who thought he knew better 
than everybody else. Sorry, guys. 

The Rebel message was powerful and it was having an impact in 
a big way, reaching out directly to thousands, millions of people who 
wanted to see and hear the truth. People who didn’t want a distorted 
liberal version of it — if the story got covered at all, that is. 

The videos we were putting out on Rebel’s YouTube channel 
were massively popular and in modern media terms that translated 
into being financially lucrative too. My grand a week, plus the wages 
of George and Caolan, was proving a sound investment. 

Rebel at that point was making significant revenues every month 
from the advertisements on their videos, which made it more than 
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worthwhile for the company, but then predictably the far-Left came 
calling. They couldn’t find an argument with our content so they 
didn’t even bother trying to debate issues. But they have nasty, 
underhand ways of trying to silence truth-tellers. Instead they 
targeted Rebel’s advertisers, spreading their lies and poison, 
intimidating marketing companies and businesses that — sadly for us 
— were more bothered about a quiet life than being associated with 
honest, vital news. 

As we’ve seen so many times before and since, a social media 
company will usually capitulate at the first sign of trouble and 
YouTube did, closing down all of the money-making elements of 
what we were doing. Rebel’s income dropped through the floor, 
something like 90%, virtually overnight. 

That transformed, in an instant, the economics of what we were 
doing. To continue in operation Rebel Media had to go behind a 
paywall and take my content with it. We had to ask people to support 
the work we were doing but it wasn’t just that either, because Ezra 
wanted to control what we were doing. More specifically, control 
what I was doing. 

Ezra had increased my wages due to the success we were having, 
but then he tried to change how I operated, basically putting me in a 
9-to-5 regime. He wanted me reined right in. The plan was to have 
me behind a desk, doing a lot of talking and reading out the bollocks 
in the newspapers, just banging out content, churning out second- 
hand stuff. But within that there was no freedom for me to go out and 
get my teeth into the real stories. It took the wind right out of my 
sails. I became argumentative, difficult and as much as I understood 
their point, I felt that Pd sold my soul. Having a rant while sitting 
behind a desk wasn’t what I’d signed up for. 

And that was a point too — what I'd signed up for, which in strict 
terms was a five-year contract that I was tied into. It might as well 
have been a five-year jail sentence judging by the way I acted, which 
was pretty much like a spoiled brat. Again. I was sulky, disruptive 
and I’m sorry to say Rebel Media and Ezra got the worst part of me, 
because they deserved better than that. 
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Ezra had a business to run, not just a crusade, and he was trying 
to run it like a business while managing to pay everyone’s bills. 
Being the classy guy that he is, he saw the writing on the wall. He 
described our situation like this: “I tried to put lightning in a bottle 
and I realise I can’t. So I’ll agree to let you go.” 

So off I went. I left Ezra, set up on my own and basically went 
nuts up and down the country with George and Caolan again. What I 
found should disturb everyone who worries about where this country 
is going and, more especially, which side the authorities have taken. 
Because it’s not yours. 


I don’t think anyone adopting an online name like Count Dankula 
intends to be taken particularly seriously. And the Count himself, 
Mark Meechan, didn’t and doesn’t, because he’s a comic YouTuber 
and blogger who got thrown into the media spotlight, and briefly the 
world of politics, thanks to Britain’s fascist State and its one-eyed 
judiciary. 

In Mark’s case it was a Scottish court hitting free speech over the 
head with a sledgehammer. If you didn’t see it, Count Dankula 
posted a questionably hilarious video of his girlfriend’s pet pug, 
Buddha, raising its paw when he said ‘Sieg Heil’. This was April 
2016 when I began diving head first into chasing stories. As he 
explained at the start of the video, “My girlfriend is always ranting 
and raving about how cute and adorable her wee dog is, so I thought 
I would turn him into the least cute thing I could think of, which is a 
Nazi.” 

You can’t say it much clearer than that. And although it might not 
be your taste humour-wise either, since when did that become a 
matter for the courts? The sad fact is that humour is increasingly 
policed in the United Kingdom today. It’s right there in front of us. 
Just look at the BBC’s response to the Black Lives Matter shambles, 
where they started taking down classic comedy series for fear of 
giving historic offence. 

These days we have so-called celebrities weeping their apologies 
for having dressed up in a costume 30 years ago that might be 
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deemed culturally inappropriate by some college drop-out or other. 
These people manage to be offended by everything he/she/it 
encounters online. 

Mark Meechan was convicted by a joker called Sheriff Derek 
O’Carroll at Airdrie Court and fined £800. O’Carroll came right out 
and said the court decides the context, as to whether it was a ‘joke’ or 
not, and he’d simply decided not. Guilty as charged. 

There was public outrage, and rightly so, but it wasn’t just 
because of this farcical charge and verdict — Mark was even denied 
the right to appeal. Try as he might, he was not allowed to contest the 
decision of one man and whatever bigotry and prejudice that man 
was carrying, sitting up there on his judicial throne. It’s worth 
mentioning that there had never been a complainant in the first place, 
just the police deciding they were offended by it. 

And here’s the big problem, as I was to find later at the Old 
Bailey. When you are dragged up on contrived charges, where the 
State has had to work its nuts off to actually create an imagined 
offence, you’ve already lost. It’s them against you. The self-serving 
system against the little man, on his own in the dock. They’ve 
decided on the offence or crime even when there is no harm done 
and no victim, just their offended sensibilities. 

It truly is the territory of Big Brother ‘thought’ crime and what 
you think doesn’t count one little bit. As such, when they’ve put all 
that effort into taking you to court, one of their own really isn’t going 
to betray the people who probably gave him the job in the first place. 

If you’re like me, you probably grew up imagining that criminal 
offences were decided by a judge and jury. As I’ve already pointed 
out, you’re having a laugh. In a criminal Crown Court case maybe, 
but not for the 99% of people who find themselves brought up on 
charges where they haven’t actually topped somebody, or gang-raped 
a 12-year-old. The real villains are actually given a chance! 

We’re left to the whim of a man or woman who might have got 
out of the wrong side of the bed that morning, or might just not like 
the look of you. Quite often, in a magistrate’s case, it could be 
someone who doesn’t even have the legal nous of the person they’re 
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judging. They could simply have read the court submissions and 
made their mind up before a word was spoken. 

Do you think a jury of ordinary people would have seriously 
thought Count Dankula was trying to encourage a cute little pug to 
not just chew a bone, but gas a Jew? Because that’s essentially what 
that Sheriff decided. But the judicial system has evolved, or been 
warped, more likely, to the point that ordinary people are no longer 
allowed to be judged impartially. The right to decide your guilt or 
innocence is kept within a tight-knit group of like-minded lawyers- 
cum-judges, who are almost all left-wing liberals. 

There was plenty of support for Mark Meechan from superstar 
comedians like Ricky Gervais and David Baddiel and from 
politicians too. Even they could see how ludicrous it was. And I have 
to admire the man’s guts and determination. He fought his case all 
the way to the Supreme Court but each judge in turn ruled against his 
right to appeal. 

His next step was the European Court of Human Rights and I 
understand he’s already about £140,000 down in legal bills. It’s 
another of their tactics. If they can’t bully you into silence they will 
do their best to financially ruin you in the process. 

There’s never a shortage of so-called ‘human rights’ lawyers 
willing to work for free on left-wing causes, while the rest of us have 
to dig very deep indeed in order to fight our corner. 

You might think my painting the judiciary in such black and 
white terms is a bit unfair, but it doesn’t stop at otherwise 
anonymous guys like Count Dankula. 

Do you remember the time Boris Johnson decided to suspend 
Parliament as he fought to deliver Brexit? The UK’s Supreme Court 
— all of them EU Remainers to the core — decided unanimously to 
overrule him. There was not one dissenting voice amongst them. 
That was despite a great many independent legal and constitutional 
experts saying the courts have no place interfering in Parliamentary 
business. 

When you say people are a law unto themselves, they sure are 
where the British legal system is concerned. And of course when I 
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then went along with my crew to interview Mark and support his 
cause, he was immediately tarred with the far right brush, because 
they can and they do. Without fail. It’s sick and it’s poisonous and 
it’s everywhere. 

Another high-profile case we got involved in was that of Chelsey 
Wright, a young mother of three from Sunderland. Chelsey went out 
for a drink with her mum and a friend and woke up the next day 
having been severely beaten and raped, in a house full of Syrian 
migrant men. She went to the police and forensics revealed two 
samples of semen in her system. As we found out when we went 
north to investigate, Chelsey was far from being the only local girl or 
woman to be a victim to these horrors. 

The police? They questioned the men and let them go. Washed 
their hands of it. A petition signed by more than 100,000 people was 
submitted to the authorities. The people of Sunderland came out in 
force to march for Justice for Chelsey, but the message coming back 
from Sunderland police and the Crown Prosecution Service was loud 
and clear. If you are stupid or unlucky enough to get caught up in 
the vicious web of these third world animals you’re on your own. 

And here’s another method that the State can fall back on, in 
terms of silencing people. We helped Chelsey raise money to hire a 
top lawyer and bring a civil law suit against Sunderland police and 
those men, but the pressure got too much for her. Given what she’d 
already been through, the prospect of weeks and months more of the 
media spotlight and the resistance of the establishment was too 
much. In the end she just needed to be left alone with her injustice 
and her suffering. I hope the injustice of that offends you as much as 
it did me. 

Meanwhile Billy Charlton was a man who led the local protests in 
Sunderland about what happened to Chelsey. Boy, did it cost him. 
When he had a public rant about migrants coming in and raping our 
wives and daughters he was charged with hate speech and given 21 
months in jail. 

What’s more, when the police went through his phone they found 
a stupid video of a young Afghan man shagging a donkey. Pd 
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already seen it actually, because it was one of those idiot clips that 
get shared on WhatsApp groups everywhere. But suddenly Billy was 
being done for distributing pornographic images of children. They 
made the guy out to be a nonce, just because they could. 

Wherever we went around the country, be it under the banner of 
Rebel Media or under my own steam, these scandals were present 
everywhere there was a large migrant or ethnic minority community. 
What? You didn’t read about it in the MSM, see it on the regional 
news, let alone a BBC or ITV news bulletin? You don’t say. 

While we now at last have police units dedicated to uncovering 
historic sexual abuse with grooming gangs, on the actual local force 
level, senior police officers have absolutely zero appetite for 
upsetting the local migrant community, especially if it’s Muslim. 

Because as much as it infuriates the State and the far-Left zealots 
to keep hearing me say it, these aren’t Sikh or Hindu communities 
raping our children. The common denominator is as plain as the 
bruises on those thousands of girls’ faces and bodies. 
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7 — WAR ON OUR STREETS 


Since the horrific tube and bus bombings in London in 2005, plus the 
brutal murder of Lee Rigby in 2013, I don’t think we appreciated 
how lucky we’d been in avoiding further terrorist atrocities. Until the 
spring of 2017 that was. It’s true there were a couple of failed attacks 
and the security services claim something like 10 terror plots a year 
are foiled. Credit where it’s due in that respect. But here in Britain 
we went quite a while with the threat simmering rather than literally 
exploding. 

We even managed to export a large number of potential domestic 
terrorists to run off and blow themselves up in the service of ISIS. 
Good riddance. That said, I can’t be the only person disappointed at 
how little information we get about the terrorists who managed to 
sneak back, once ISIS were effectively wiped out. 

I don’t know if the authorities are yet any wiser in discovering 
what prompted the murder of the Labour MP Jo Cox by Thomas 
Mair in 2016, in the West Yorkshire town of Birstall. Birstall is just 
down the road from Dewsbury and Batley, which have large Muslim 
populations and have been hotbeds of both grooming gangs and 
terrorists. Mohammed Siddique Khan, leader of the 7/7 London 
bombings, was a local. 

With regards to Mair, I’m only surprised the State hasn’t been 
able to link him to me, because that’s usually high on their agenda. 
Maybe it’s as simple as it looks though, that Mair was a deranged, 
white supremacist loner who one day just lost it. I hope he rots in 
prison and then in hell. What man could attack a vulnerable woman 
like that, whatever their supposed differences of political opinion? 
It’s beyond belief and it’s certainly beyond defending, as some 
extremist neo-Nazi idiots tried. 

Those lone-wolf madmen pose a particular threat as we saw with 
the terrorist murder of Southend MP David Amess and shortly 
afterwards the character who blew himself up in a taxi outside a 
hospital in Liverpool on Remembrance Sunday 2021. It’s worth 
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noting that that suicide bomber came here as a refugee, was refused 
asylum, and then claimed he had converted to Christianity to try to 
get round the system that way. Apparently some church communities 
are well aware this is a regular stunt but they do little or nothing to 
discourage it. Very Christian-like. 

In Europe meanwhile, they had enjoyed a relatively ‘peaceful’ 
period after the 2004 Madrid train bombing. That all changed in 
2010 with a bomb going off in Stockholm. That was an Iraqi migrant 
who was radicalised in Luton and who thankfully was the only 
casualty. But the next year saw the first ever Muslim terror attack in 
Germany, at Frankfurt Airport, when two unarmed US soldiers were 
shot and killed and others wounded by a Kosovan Muslim employee. 

In 2012 Mohamed Merah went on a shooting spree around 
Toulouse in France, killing seven people before the police killed him, 
while a grenade attack on a Jewish supermarket saw one terrorist 
being killed and a further 18 jailed. 

The first jihadi returning from war in Syria to kill on the streets of 
Europe was in May 2014 when four people were shot dead at the 
Jewish Museum in Brussels. Later a policeman was stabbed in 
France. Then came the first example of what would become a 
chilling trend, a terrorist driving a van into a crowd of pedestrians in 
Lyon just before Christmas. Thankfully no one died, although 11 
people were injured. 

The following year though, 2015, with the floodgates to Europe 
being thrown open to a tidal wave of undocumented migrants from 
north Africa, the middle east and Afghanistan, Europe started 
counting the cost in bodies. The 17 innocents murdered in the attacks 
around the Charlie Hebdo incident was a real wake up call, 
particularly to anyone with the nerve to publicly criticise the Prophet 
and Islam generally. Suddenly we had world leaders walking arm-in- 
arm together in aid of free speech, but it was a pretty meaningless 
gesture. 

What we really should have had was every newspaper in western 
democracies all putting that cartoon on their front stages. That would 
have been a meaningful show of solidarity and strength and make the 
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case once and for all for free speech. Sadly no one had the guts for 
that. That free-speech terror tactic endures to this day though, with a 
Yorkshire schoolteacher and his family being forced to flee when he 
simply tried to discuss the Prophet/cartoon situation with his 
students. The extremists were immediately all over it, banging their 
hate drums at the Batley school gates. That teacher and his family are 
still in hiding. 

It’s worth noting that the religious leader fronting those Batley 
protests in the summer of 2021 was one mufti Mohammed Amin 
Pandor. He was the same man who led the hate-mob outside 
Almondbury Community School after that schoolboy spat in 
November 2018, even though there were something like 40 or 50 
mosques closer to the school than his. 

That said, you should also know that the mufti’s brother, Labour 
councillor Shabir Pandor, is the leader of the local authority Kirklees 
Council. Anyone else smell a rat or two? I’m sure it’s a pure 
coincidence that Pandor was creating hell outside that Huddersfield 
school just as 29 Huddersfield jihadi rapists were facing trial across 
in Leeds. And it’s surely another coincidence that dozens more 
alleged Muslim groomers, traffickers and rapists from Batley and 
Dewsbury were being processed during the second protest at Batley 
Grammar School. Interestingly one of the accused in that case has 
the surname Pandor. A local chap. So many coincidences... 

Meanwhile back in Europe further attacks happened in France, 
Denmark and Germany before the all-out offensive on the people of 
Paris on November 13 2015, which resulted in 130 people 
murdered by jihadis — seven of them were also killed — mostly at the 
Bataclan theatre. 

Going into 2016, there were stabbings and violent attacks in 
France and Germany before three suicide bombers in and around 
Brussels killed 32 civilians and injured 340 people. 

The murders of a policeman and his wife in France were claimed 
by ISIS for once, as opposed to al Qaeda. And it was ISIS again 
when a cargo truck was driven into Bastille Day crowds in Nice, 
resulting in a horrendous casualty list of 86 dead and more than 450 
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injured. Belgium, Germany and France saw more terror incidents 
before another truck was driven into Berlin’s Christmas market, 
killing 12 and injuring 56. Again, ISIS provided proof such as it 
could possibly be needed, that if you throw open your front door to 
the enemy, don’t be surprised if you get stabbed in the back. 

By the way, these attacks are only mentioned because they were 
actually categorised by Europol/Interpol as acts of Islamic or jihadi 
terror. On the streets of major cities across swathes of Europe, 
citizens were being plagued and victimised by wave after wave of 
criminal activity carried out by people who proudly identify with the 
masterminds of these major atrocities. They just weren’t given the 
same headlines. 

Hundreds, indeed thousands of muggings, violent beatings, 
stabbings, sexual assaults and rapes, by Muslim men on white 
European citizens, have been routinely ignored or suppressed. They 
have generally been explained away to maintain an illusion of 
peaceful integration of legitimate ‘refugees’ as opposed to an 
invading force of criminals and potential terrorists. 

Even if you manage to ignore the religious/cultural identities 
involved, you still have a massive problem, and one that no politician 
or law officer either has, or intends, to address. Such as there’s a 
‘policy’ it seems to be to simply co-exist alongside the violence and 
tolerate it. In short, the fingers-crossed policy is to hope it eventually 
goes away of its own accord. Good luck with that. 

Many clear thinkers in the United States, Canada and Australia 
can see what’s happening in Europe, which is still the current 
gateway to global Islam. I sense that many of their citizens are keen 
to learn the lessons that European leaders refuse to acknowledge. I 
say European leaders, but that’s with the exception of strongly 
nationalist states like Poland and Hungary who simply say ‘no, 
you’re not coming here’. I’m less sure that some political heads of 
State get it yet though, especially lefties like Canadian PM Justin 
Trudeau and the clinically senile President Joe Biden. 

All of that is why I think Ezra Levant reckoned I’d make a good 
‘point’ man for Rebel Media in awakening his countryfolk to the 
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dangers radical Islam presents. The timing was certainly right, 
because what Europe had been suffering for the past few years 
regarding Islamic terrorism was very soon crossing the Channel and 
coming the UK’s way. 


Things were going really well at first with the Rebel job and then out 
on my own and I was mad keen for what we were doing. I’m 
obviously not classically trained like Laura Kuenssberg from the 
BBC or Kay Burley from Sky. I’m not a formally trained journalist at 
all, but I know quite a lot about my subject and I am by nature 
curious. 

When I go to interview someone I want to hear their story, not tell 
them mine or put words or an agenda in their mouths. I’m speaking 
to those people mostly because they actually want to speak to me, 
which is probably because the MSM isn’t interested in their stories. 
There’s also the likelihood, more and more, that people are 
suspicious their words will be twisted and distorted. 

On March 22"4, 2017, I'd been round at George and Caolan’s 
house in central London doing a video when everything kicked off. 
Chaos, mayhem, it was the Westminster Bridge attack. Someone 
doing a copycat of the Nice and Berlin attacks had driven a hire car 
along the pavement of Westminster Bridge, killing four pedestrians 
and injuring 50 before crashing the motor and stabbing to death PC 
Keith Palmer. 

We were in a taxi going for lunch when I got a phone call alerting 
me to the attack. We were literally two minutes away so I told the 
driver to pull over and we just got down there as fast as we could. 
There were people lying on the pavement, it was like nothing I’d 
ever seen before and like most people never will. I was just furious. 
We started filming live and I was so, so angry, almost screaming that 
this was an act of war. 

Obviously at that point the perpetrator was still lying dead in the 
Westminster courtyard a few yards away. But I was already 
predicting live on air that it would have been a man known to the 
police and security services. That he would have been radicalised in 
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prison, and that he would have come from either Luton, Birmingham 
or East London. I was running on adrenaline and it was all off the top 
of my head, fuelled by the horrors I was seeing all around me. 

That’s when a ‘proper’ journalist decided he’d give me a serving. 
He butted in and said “you don’t know any of this” and I replied, 
“actually, you don’t know bro, this is just the latest chapter of a 
1400-year-old war’. I just couldn’t believe it — these so-called 
professionals so proud of what they like to think of as their 
‘emotional detachment’ and actually they’re just part of the problem. 

They were seeing with their own eyes what the establishment 
tries to deny exists on a daily basis. As usual their first instinct was to 
default to an excuse — any motive except the obvious. “Man had 
heart attack at the wheel on Westminster Bridge” they were probably 
hoping they could get away with. Any possible excuse except the one 
staring them in the face, that it was a murderous, jihadi attack right 
on the doorstep of British government. 

What I broadcast on the scene of the Westminster terror attack 
may or may not have qualified as professionally detached journalism. 
It was more of a passionate rant by a proud Briton appalled at what 
he was seeing. Either way it was uploaded that evening and had 30 
million views on Facebook alone. 

I suspect the BBC and ITV evening news bulletins were some 
ways short of those numbers. That was more evidence that people 
were starting to go direct to the source when they wanted an 
unadulterated view regarding the terror on their streets. Sure enough, 
it didn’t take long for the truth to come out and for my shouted 
prophesies to be proven correct. The media professionals were 
sneering at us, but later I was at home watching the anti-terrorism 
police launching their raids on addresses in Luton and thinking ‘told 
you so’. Because every point I’d made in my public rant on 
Westminster Bridge proved to be accurate. 

The attacker’s name was Khalid Masood, and he was a radical 
courtesy of the Luton Islamic Centre where he worked as a chef. The 
LIC by the way featured large in Enemy of the State. It was the 
spiritual home of my fierce Muslim rival and ‘warm friend’ of the 
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British liberal establishment, Abdul Qadeer Baksh. I’ve been going 
on about that geezer for 10 years and more. 

Masood, who was born Adrian Elms but who converted to Islam 
in prison after a couple of stretches for violent crime, went to Luton 
and got involved with the Islamic Centre. That place had already 
been linked to the 2010 Stockholm bomber Taimour Abdulwahab al- 
Abdaly. Apparently Masood travelled to Saudi to work in schools, 
but interestingly The Times newspaper found his contact details still 
on the LIC’s website, and they also dug up lots of interesting stuff 
about the more extreme side of Qadeer Baksh. They would never 
admit it obviously, but at the time those investigating MSM 
journalists were all tapping me for information about this guy. 

In Enemy of the State I talk about a big publicity stunt to promote 
the opening of ‘Discover Islam’, a project based in the main 
shopping centre because ironically, if obviously, it’s mostly our 
money that funds the radicals. And of course Abdul Qadeer Baksh 
was front and centre of the stunt, hero of the hour. It was interesting, 
and it’s still informative as to how religion can go hand in hand with 
criminality. One bloke in that photo who I recognised — Tariq — used 
to go to the Finsbury Park mosque in north London to listen to the 
hate preacher Abu Hamza. 

How did I know this? Well, not that he’d probably have bragged 
about it in his mosque, but he was having an affair with a woman 
(white) I know. It used to bother her that he wouldn’t wear aftershave 
because it contained alcohol. She was worried about him turning 
terrorist, because he used to sit and listen to Abu Hamza’s vile 
outpourings. That’s the same Abu Hamza the British government has 
actually spent £200,000 on, in order to keep him safe back in his 
homeland of Jordan, where he was deported. The bullshit gets more 
and more unbelievable. 

Anyway, I bumped into another Muslim acquaintance in Luton a 
while back, Tariq’s brother Farooq. Farooq took a slightly different 
career path because he loves a good drink and he was unfortunately 
shot in the chest during a robbery. He ended up being jailed for 10 
years. He said to me, “I love ya ... I told everyone in jail you’re 
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alright.” Poor Farooq isn’t quite all there though. He told me, “They 
say I’ve got the djinns (fairies) in the head.” Booze and drugs will do 
that to you. He told me that his brother Tariq had been teaching at a 
school in Saudi for five years, which coincidentally was the exact 
same MO as the Westminster Bridge attacker. 

The Luton Islamic Centre is still going strong though, soaking up 
British taxpayers’ money, whether it be from government or the 
useless Prevent anti-terrorism piggy bank which probably does more 
harm than good. Even in the weeks after the Westminster attack 
though, when I checked on the website, there on the list of its 
governors/directors was Khalid Masood, right next to Abdul Qadeer 
Baksh. He wouldn’t be making the next board meeting though. 
Police bullets made sure of that. 


Exactly two months later came Manchester and the arena bombing 
during Ariana Grande’s concert, a deliberate targeting of young kids, 
predominantly innocent young girls. I was at home and suddenly it 
was on the news. People were initially saying that maybe a speaker 
had exploded, because as usual everyone was looking for an excuse 
or a reason for it not to be the completely obvious. 

Westminster = Berlin, Manchester = Bataclan. You don’t need to 
be Sherlock Holmes. It’s not difficult to see the copycat methods in 
play here, and while taking a passenger plane down might be a hell 
of a lot more difficult than it once was, renting a van or a truck, or 
even just a car as in Khalid Masood’s case, is pretty simple. 

When the news broke about what would eventually be revealed as 
Salman Abedi’s suicide bombing, I couldn’t get Caolan and George 
on the phone. I drove down to theirs and woke them up banging on 
their door, saying grab the camera gear and get in, we’re going to 
Manchester. 

One of the motorways was closed and we were on the road for six 
hours, so by the time we’d booked into a hotel it had become clear 
that this was another terrorist attack and this time it was on a 
different level from Westminster. The only mercy was that as terrible 
as the death and injury toll was, it could have been a lot worse. 
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By the time we were on the scene the place was effectively sealed 
off so there wasn’t very much to do on site, as there had been at 
Westminster. But at the same time it seemed to me that the location 
wasn’t purely accidental — a suicide bomber from Tower Hamlets 
was highly unlikely to trail his homemade bomb all the way to the 
north-west of England in order to meet his maker and whatever few 
virgins must be left in paradise. An East End terrorist would have 
lots of equally juicy targets closer to home, as would someone from 
Birmingham. 

This visit would spark a real interest in Manchester for me — 
Greater Manchester as the local authority is known — because let me 
tell you, that place has some really big problems on its hands. My 
only surprise (and it really wasn’t) as I started to travel around the 
area and look at what Manchester has become, was how significant a 
problem they had, right in front of their unseeing faces. 

My first instinct was that the suicide bomber must be someone 
known to the police. Salman Abedi still hadn’t been identified by this 
point. I then found the name and location of a mosque, Didsbury, that 
had a reputation for being linked to extremism, so we went and 
filmed outside the place. 

A bit of homework revealed that within a two-mile radius of that 
building, 19 men had either died in the Islamic cause or been 
imprisoned for terrorism offences. 

Sure enough, it didn’t take long for the MSM to turn me into the 
villain of the piece, as opposed to the bloke who’d just blown up a 
load of kids. Channel 4 hijacked a video I put out where I said 
“Inside these houses there many enemy combatants...” Sure enough 
they edited it down to omit the reference to the two-mile radius and 
19 known terrorists. 

They wanted it to sound like I was demonising every Muslim in 
Manchester and there are quite a few, because the city had seen its 
Muslim population increase massively over the past 10 or so years. 
The next day in the city centre, we were trying to gauge people’s 
response, just do a reporting job like every other news and media 
outlet. But we were the ones who got people in our faces spewing 
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“we don’t need your hate here”. I think it was Salman Abedi’s hate 
they really didn’t need, but it was a bit too late for that. 

There’s always someone on hand to describe these jihadi warriors 
as not being ‘proper’ Muslims, but Abedi could recite the entire 
Koran without looking at it. And he did this in a country whose 
Royal Navy had rescued his family and given them a home, despite 
his father Ramadan Abedi being under surveillance by British 
security agencies. Dad fled Britain a few weeks before his son blew 
himself up and has refused to help with ongoing inquiries. 

Still, it was worth taking a closer look at what was going on in 
Manchester and particularly the Didsbury mosque. It was the local 
base for a national organisation called MEND, which stands for 
Muslim Engagement and Development and which aims to tackle 
Islamophobia. Not tackle Islamic radicalism, or prevent youths 
running off to join ISIS, but to stop people criticising Islam. Hurt 
feelings mean a lot more to these people than raped 12-year-olds. 

How mainstream is MEND? Well, their ‘director of engagement’ 
Azad Ali wrote after the Westminster Bridge attack that Khalid 
Masood’s act “was not terrorism”. I don’t know what he actually 
thinks it was, but not terrorism, apparently. I think he should try 
explaining that to the families of the people Masood murdered. 

I was looking at the stuff this mosque was putting out and there 
was even a poster of a police officer posing, super-friendly as you 
like, giving the one-finger ISIS salute. There he was, grinning away 
like the stooge he was, supporting the most evil, murderous rabble on 
the planet. That’s how stupid these people are. 

I found someone linked to the mosque on record saying that 
British soldiers are legitimate targets for terrorism and that Muslims 
can involve themselves in democracy, but only to enforce Sharia. 
Honestly. And these people were staging joint seminars with the 
police, alongside leading politicians including the former Labour 
minister Andy Burnham, who was by then the Mayor of Greater 
Manchester. There he was, on stage with these very same people. 

I saw a transcript of a MEND spokesman in a Manchester mosque 
saying “we (Muslims) can now swing the votes in over 40 seats” and 
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stressing that because of their voting power, every political party in 
Britain would work with them. That’s the agenda, plain and simple. 
It’s not about being centre left or centre right politics, it’s about 
which party they can manipulate to effect Islam’s goals. 

I found where one of Mayor Burnham’s Labour allies received a 
£5,000 election campaign grant from another highly controversial 
Muslim organisation, CAGE. They reckon to be a moderate voice 
defending put-upon Muslim communities ‘impacted by the War on 
Terror’ although not everyone sees them like that. At least they didn’t 
when their director of research Asim Qureshi called one of their 
‘members’ Mohamed Emwazi “a beautiful young man” and 
“extremely kind, gentle and soft-spoken”. If you don’t recognise the 
Emwazi name, try Jihadi John on for size. That beautiful, kind and 
obviously misunderstood ‘victim’ became known globally for 
beheading God-knows how many innocents on video. 

A Canadian journalist described CAGE as “a front for Taliban 
enthusiasts and al Qaeda devotees that fraudulently presents itself as 
a human rights group”. That didn’t make their money too dirty for a 
Labour council candidate to pocket though. 

Previously, former Prime Minister David Cameron had described 
CAGE as an “extremist” organisation which saw them go running to 
consult their lawyers about a possible defamation claim. 

But think about this. If I found all of this out so easily in next to 
no time at all, why couldn’t — or wouldn’t — anyone else? We know 
the answer to that. It’s because they don’t want to uncover 
uncomfortable facts that might challenge their comfortable liberal 
narratives. 

So anyway, then I looked a little closer and discovered that 
Greater Manchester’s head of the government’s counter-extremism 
strategy Prevent was involved with MEND too. I’m really not sure 
how you can make those quite different gigs fit neatly together, 
because MEND apparently doesn’t like Prevent, but somehow they 
did. 

Soon enough people started making the link between Abedi and 
the Didsbury mosque, which also calls itself the Manchester Islamic 
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Centre. It’s based in an old church to the south of the city centre. I 
went through the list of people who had spoken there and they 
included characters like Abdur Raheem Green and Abu Qatada. 

I went into the place and started picking up their leaflets while 
trying to convince the imam to come out and talk to us. It didn’t take 
long at all to establish this mosque was home to people calling for 
the death of British soldiers, apostates, homosexuals — full-on, 
fundamental Islam. I went back there three times but eventually they 
put security on the place to keep me out. They just weren’t in the 
mood for talking. 

I actually asked one of these beefy blokes on the door what 
happens to people who leave Islam and he just laughed, because he 
knew he couldn’t answer me out loud. The answer is death, my 
friends, whether you’re in Saudi or south Manchester, the creed 
applies exactly the same. They’re just a little less shy of saying it and 
doing something about it in Saudi. 

But while I was snooping around in Didsbury mosque and 
picking up these leaflets, I found one which said ‘Music Made Me 
Do It’. It talked about how all the west’s young pop stars have the 
devil in them, that its aim is to corrupt people, that music is a thing 
of the devil. And here we were, just down the road from where a 
Didsbury mosque worshipper had blown up a bunch of kids at a pop 
concert. Coincidence? 

A lot of people would prefer it if you bought that bullshit, but I 
don’t. So take a guess at how many of those ‘Music Made Me Do It’ 
leaflets were distributed around UK mosques? No idea? Try 750,000 
for size. Three-quarters of a million, that’s how many. And how do I 
know that? Because like all serious journalists should but don’t, I 
actually did my homework. I looked up the name of the people 
producing the leaflet in Birmingham, found their charity number, did 
some digging around and discovered they were quite proud of it, 
boasting about how many copies they distributed around the country. 

It’s all there, right in front of our noses. And it takes some level of 
institutional blindness and deafness to manage to keep ignoring it. 
But the State and MSM manages. 
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At that time, the people of Manchester adopted the Oasis anthem 
‘Don’t Look Back In Anger’ as their anthem, the message to share 
between communities. That’s fair enough, but also quite different 
from the response to George Floyd’s murder a while later, when 
BLM’s message was all about getting righteously angry and 
wreaking violent havoc. 

All of this was in late May 2017 remember and it took me just a 
day or two to nail down all of these facts and figures. All these links 
and connections were uncovered by one bloke, pretty new to 
journalism, basically on his own. I think it was August of 2018 when 
the BBC produced a shock-horror report on possible extremist links 
at Didsbury mosque. 

Really? Which hole in the ground had their heads been stuck 
down for the past 15 months? They probably won awards for that 
second hand, outdated ‘exclusive’ while I just got slandered as a far 
right racist for doing a bit of basic homework and pointing out the 
bleeding obvious. My videos at that time were being seen by 
millions of people around the planet. 

Despite the imam refusing to talk, I wasn’t just leaving and 
decided to turn up at 3am for their early morning Ramadan prayers. 
For good measure and to make my point, I took a projector, set it up 
and started playing a video showing some of the hate preachers who 
had spoken at their mosque. I was projecting it onto the wall of the 
mosque which, as you can imagine, didn’t best please a few locals. 

The police turned up really quickly because lots of young Muslim 
men were gathering too, but the cops didn’t have much of a clue 
what to do because I wasn’t breaking any laws. I remember a young 
white woman, a nearby neighbour, who came out shouting abuse at 
me, saying these were all good people. I’m sure a lot of them were 
and are good people, but until a place like that deals with its very real 
record in promoting hate and murder, I think I have a right to 
challenge them on it. 

I wonder if that woman would have gone and told the parents 
whose children were taken from them by Salman Abedi that they are 
all good people? 
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As much as I’d walked away from organised street protests and 
the EDL years before, in the summer of 2017 and following 
Westminster and Manchester, the time seemed right to make some 
kind of public gesture. It felt right to challenge once again the 
ideology that was now bringing wholesale murder to Britain’s 
streets. We were in new, frightening territory, all of 12 years on since 
the London 7/7 bombings. 

I didn’t know Manchester at all well, but you could sense the 
feeling amongst people, the anger that something as horrific as this 
could happen to them. There was a real ‘why me, why us?’ feeling in 
the air. Apparently after Muslim terror attacks the search term 
‘Tommy Robinson’ trends on social media, because I suspect more 
and more people are coming to realise that they can’t trust what 
they’re told any longer. They want to find someone actively at least 
trying to tell the truth. 

And then, barely before people had recovered from what had 
happened at the Ariana Grande concert, the spotlight was back on the 
capital and another motor vehicle-based attack on London Bridge. 

Again, as brutal an act of terror as it was, there was nothing 
particularly surprising about the assailants. The only surprise was the 
complete incompetence of the police and security services, on this 
occasion at least, in failing to prevent it. Khuram Butt rented the van 
that he and his pals Rachid Redouane and Youssef Zaghba used to 
mow down pedestrians on London Bridge, and he was well known to 
the law. It wasn’t even as if he was just a blip on their radar. 

The guy had a long track record of associating with extremists 
and had been reported to them previously. Just weeks before the 
attack Butt had been in police custody and they’d found radical 
material that identified him as a terror threat, in addition to his 
known links to Anjem Choudary and al-Muhajiroun. I mean, how 
many clues do you need? Butt had even been reported by his own 
mosque, and you have to congratulate those mosque elders for their 
actions. Credit where it’s due. 

Khuram Butt had even been featured on the Channel 4 
programme The Jihadi Next Door. And yet police watched those 
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blokes climb into their van that morning, wearing their fake suicide 
vests and loaded up with knives and homemade petrol bombs. And 
off they went to commit murderous carnage, as simple as you please. 

I have often wondered about these fake suicide vests by the way, 
as in, what’s the point? The only reason I can fathom is that they 
want to make sure they get shot dead instead of captured. 

Youssef Zaghba meanwhile had been previously identified as an 
ISIS sympathiser by the Italian authorities, who had in turn reported 
him to UK authorities ... who did nothing. We should at least praise 
the four off-duty police personnel who tried to tackle Butt and his 
knife-wielding comrades as they rampaged through Borough Market 
that day, taking their murder tally to eight innocent people before 
officers shot them dead. 

As an aside, one other hero emerged that day in Millwall football 
fan Roy Larner. Instead of following the official advice of running 
and hiding, Roy shouted “fuck you, I am Millwall!” and piled into 
them. Roy, 49, who really ought to get the George Cross for his 
heroism and the eight stab wounds he received, instead ended up 
being put on the Prevent terrorism watch-list because supposed ‘far 
right’ thugs later tried to contact him. For God’s sake... 

The Borough Market attack was pretty much the end of the spate 
of major terror-related fatalities in the UK, for the moment at least. 
Ahmed Hassan tried to copycat Abedi and detonate a bomb at 
Parsons Green tube station in September but he’d managed to make a 
dud, thankfully. 

Hassan had previously admitted to authorities that he’d been in an 
ISIS training camp at home in Iraq, Outcome? He was just shoved 
onto the Prevent programme, for all the good that is. 

It would be November 2019 before London Bridge was again the 
scene of the latest failings of the State to cost innocent lives. Usman 
Khan, a convicted terrorist out on licence, somewhat spoiled a 
conference on rehabilitating offenders by putting on his own fake 
suicide vest and stabbing two people to death before he was 
eventually stopped by brave members of the public and shot by 
police. No one apparently pauses to consider the irony of Khan being 
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on a de-radicalisation course when he murdered de-radicalisation 
staff trying to help him. 

At the time the London Bridge/Borough Market attack happened 
we were already busy organising a rally for Manchester which we’d 
named UK Against Hate. It involved writer Shazia Hobbs, a 
Pakistani Christian activist, a black pastor ... people from all 
backgrounds. Everywhere you looked people were angry, confused, 
in a state of grief and it gets like a pressure valve of sorts. People 
need to let it out. I already knew about Didsbury mosque. I knew that 
Mayor Andy Burnham was close to people associated with it who I 
certainly considered more of the problem than the solution. I also 
knew that no one was speaking the truth about what was going on 
there and that people needed a wake-up call. 

The event organisation went smoothly enough to start with, and 
we had an agreement with the police for where we were meeting and 
where our PA system would be. So far so good. Then, when we 
arrived, we found the police had erected a pen that you might just be 
able to squeeze 700 people in to. 

I asked them where they’d put the Antifa mob, because you just 
knew they would be turning up to try provoke trouble. And sure 
enough, the police put them right next to us, in an area far larger than 
ours. I told the police, straight out, that they were deliberately 
manipulating this situation in order to create public disorder. They 
were a disgrace. 

I was videoing the entire shambles and the police promptly 
stopped us erecting our stage for the PA system. Next up, they 
stopped the stage van and held the bloke who was bringing all of our 
equipment in. The police turned him around, sent him home and said 
that if he came back he’d get arrested. 

That’s Britain today, a police state where bullying, threats and 
intimidation go hand in hand with a politicised agenda to stir up 
violence. And sure enough, the Greater Manchester Police got 
exactly what they’d planned and hoped for. 

We rigged up a makeshift PA system in order to crack on as best 
we could. The pen for 700 people lasted a matter of minutes when 
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about 7,000 people turned up. The fences were simply trampled 
down. Cue the Antifa thugs to launch fireworks, bricks and bottles at 
us and the MSM to close one eye and report violent mayhem at 
another ‘far right’ gathering involving Tommy Robinson. 

No, sorry, Pm not having that. This was entirely Greater 
Manchester Police’s chaos, like so many other forces that I’ve 
witnessed over the years. Yet again they were showing themselves to 
be the uniformed arm of the far-Left. And it’s really not the coppers 
on the ground, let me add, not at all. Then, as so many times before 
and since, the ordinary officers seemed as angry as we were with 
what was being engineered by their command teams. They knew, just 
like I knew, what was going to happen and they were being thrown 
into the middle of it. 

It did not have to happen, it never has to happen, but sure enough 
the police painted it as an EDL rally, when it was nothing to do with 
the EDL. 

One more thing of note happened that day in Manchester. It was 
the very first time I was greeted with the chant ‘Oh, Tommy, 
Tommy...’ and it took me completely aback. This wasn’t an EDL 
rally, these were just concerned citizens and I saw the look on Kev 
Carroll’s face when the chant went up. It’s difficult to describe. I 
don’t know if I felt a bit scared, a bit embarrassed, or what. But those 
people that day were there for me, and they have been ever since. 
And I can’t tell you how much that means when the shit is hitting the 
fan from every direction. 

I was looking at going to London next to stage a further rally 
there but Ezra put his foot down at that point. He was concerned 
about the way things were being distorted and how it might reflect on 
Rebel, whose payroll I was still on. He said, “Look at what they’ve 
done with you today! The mainstream media have crucified you. No 
matter that the thousands there saw the truth of it, you’ve been 
stitched up!” 

I suppose Ezra was simply seeing more clearly than me the battles 
that could be won, the fights worth fighting and the ones that 
couldn’t and weren’t. I was working for Rebel Media and I couldn’t 
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just do things as I wanted. Our relationship was on the slide at that 
time. 

In respect of understanding how and why domestic UK terrorism 
literally exploded in 2017, it’s worth noting that in one specific three- 
month period, there were 55,000 reported downloads of the Inspire 
magazine. What’s Inspire? That happens to be al Qaeda’s home- 
produced terrorist manual and it’s actually illegal to download it 
here, but there were 55,000 copies of Inspire downloaded to 
identifiable British IP addresses. 

Bear in mind that’s besides the careful people who use VPN 
(Virtual Private Networks) to hide their internet identities from the 
police and security services. Inspire tells them directly to go out and 
get cars, to run us over in the street and there were a minimum of 
55,000 copies downloaded. 

Inspire is produced in English, not Arabic, it’s very professionally 
designed and put together. This isn’t the product of some bearded 
bloke in the Tora Bora mountains of Afghanistan, it’s a slick, state- 
sponsored, professional operation. 

But it’s all there, the hate, telling British Muslims to start fires, to 
do anything that costs our economy money. Do it near motorways, it 
tells them, in order to disrupt everything about normal life. But the 
main message it gives them regards using the car. Use the car, kill the 
kuffar. 

On New Year’s Eve 2018/19, back in Batley in West Yorkshire, 
Hamza Ali Hussain, 22, drove a high-powered Mercedes straight at 
an off-duty British soldier outside a local nightclub. The authorities 
went to great lengths to stress that it was absolutely not terror- 
related. He didn’t kill his victim, Joshua Adams-Mitchell, but you’d 
have thought he’d be charged with attempted murder at least. 
Witnesses described how he actually accelerated the car into him. 
But no. He was allowed to plead guilty to the lesser charge of GBH 
and got just eight years. Soldier Adams-Mitchell meanwhile was left 
with life-changing injuries. Some justice. 

For clarity I should point out that particular Hamza Hussain is not 
to be confused with the other Hamza Hussain who also lived nearby 
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and was the son-in-law of the Kirklees Mayor Mumtaz Hussain. The 
mayor’s Hamza Hussain and his pal Mohammed Hussain were shot 
three times outside a Sainsbury’s store a few months later. 

They were lucky to live, although the incident might not have 
been a complete surprise as apparently he and the Mayor’s 
daughter’s flat had previously been shot at. It turned out that it was a 
contract ‘hit’ and six Dewsbury and Batley men were jailed for 
attempted murder, three of them getting life terms, with three more 
jailed for conspiracy having put a tracker on Hussain’s car. 

It sounds like a delightful neighbourhood. Not. 

But back to the evil Inspire publication — I’d say that’s 55,000 
people who need to be deported from this country or locked up. But 
nothing gets done, for fear of upsetting Muslim sensitivities. 
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8 — WHO’S THE TERRORIST? 


There was one other killing in the UK in 2017 that was classified as a 
terror attack. This time however it was a white citizen attacking 
Muslims, a nut-job by the name of Darren Osborne who is now 
serving a minimum 43-years in HMP Full Sutton. The man Osborne 
was convicted of killing had already collapsed with a heart attack 
and I believe that’s what he actually died of, but still, the sentence 
was a hefty 43 years. The real villain however? Why me of course! 

Judging by the way the MSM and police reacted to the incident, 
especially when it came to court, you’d have thought it was my 
motor Osborne was driving when he aimed it at worshippers near a 
London mosque. It’s a wonder they didn’t tell the court I was reading 
him directions over the phone. It cost me £4,500 to prove the lies that 
were spread around the Osborne case, but even when you win, 
you’re shouting into an echo chamber with no one on the outside 
listening. Let me explain. 

It’s ironic, but (one of) my most recent encounters with the 
British courts involved being handed a stalking order, a five-year ban 
from going anywhere near a reporter for the Independent newspaper, 
Lizzie Dearden. I’ve never had a conversation with Ms Dearden, I 
don’t think I’ve ever set eyes on her outside court, and I have no 
interest in ever doing so, either. She, however, appears infatuated 
with me and much of it dates back to the Osborne trial. 

I’m banned by a judge at Westminster Magistrates Court from all 
sorts of activity regarding Ms Dearden, but I am allowed to refer to 
her when discussing material she’s published as a journalist. 
Actually, the stalking nonsense apart, that’s my only interest in 
Lizzie Dearden — some of the absolute rubbish she’s written during a 
four-year period during which she’s clearly established herself as The 
Independent’s “Tommy Robinson correspondent’. 

I recently searched on their website for articles with my name and 
hers and there are over 300. Twitter is even better because she’s 
tweeted about me 341 times, but then again why wouldn’t she? Her 
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views and activity go through the roof when she puts out the latest 
rubbish planted by haters, or other rubbish she’s possibly dreamed up 
herself. Who’s doing the stalking here? 

Like anyone following the news Id seen and heard what 
happened not far from Finsbury Park mosque. Osborne drove a car 
into a crowd of people outside a community centre 100 yards from 
the mosque. I knew nothing more about it than anyone else, apart 
maybe from the fact that I know Finsbury Park mosque has a long 
and disgraceful record when it comes to accommodating and 
promoting hate speakers. 

I'd tweeted that it had a long association with Islamic extremism 
and a proven history of producing terrorists. It had recently been led 
by a man who was a leading supporter of Hamas, which is supposed 
to be a banned organisation. 

Abu Hamza was one of Finsbury Park’s superstar hate preachers, 
and while the authorities bragged about having installed a new 
mosque leadership, most of them are still Muslim Brotherhood 
radicals. They’ ve moved the chairs around and juggled a few names, 
but that’s all. But that notwithstanding, when Darren Osborne came 
to court the prosecution’s opening statement was apparently all about 
me. Where did that come from? 

The Crown’s prosecution barrister apparently said that ‘Osborne 
was radicalised by Tommy Robinson’. The aforementioned Ms 
Dearden from the Independent tweeted out that Osborne was getting 
DMs — Twitter direct messages — from me. That was the damage 
done right there, and as I write this I’ve got the trial transcripts in 
front of me. The evidence the transcripts expose is damning but what 
use is that when no one is listening and the lie has already been 
planted? 

Not only was that an outrageous lie, but it’s now abundantly clear 
that Lizzie Dearden is a shit reporter with an over-excitable 
imagination. The problem for me was that the damage was already 
done. It had suddenly entered into the public mindset and the MSM 
were feasting on it. There’s no turning back from there, and it took 
me so long to get the actual official version that Dearden’s ‘errors’ 
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were already a part of the established narrative. Here is what we 
discovered actually happened. 

Rebel Media had a million email subscribers and Darren Osborne 
had signed up to receive notices from Rebel. He had received two 
emails specifically from Rebel, not from me. One was about the 
dodgy activities of Didsbury mosque and that we were having our 
march UK Against Hate in Manchester. The email mentioned that I 
was organising the march. We’d made a video promoting it as a 
peaceful event and said we were having a silent walk in support of 
the victims. Darren Osborne received an email invitation to that. And 
that was it. A mass email post from Rebel Media, absolutely nothing 
to do with me. 

The other communication Osborne received, again via Rebel 
Media, was regarding our ‘Justice for Chelsey’ campaign in 
Sunderland. That was the limit of the so-called interaction between 
Darren Osborne and anyone remotely linked to me. But the MSM 
line? ‘Days before terror attack Darren Osborne received a DM 
(direct message) on Twitter from Tommy Robinson.’ 

No, he didn’t. Anyone familiar with Twitter knows that in order 
for anyone to send a DM, they have to follow the other person. Not 
only didn’t Osborne even follow me on Twitter, I certainly didn’t 
follow him. 

The predictable death threats immediately came my way as you’d 
expect and as the MSM hoped. I was Public Enemy no.1 again and 
no one had bothered to warn me and my family that this was coming 
out. No one had even bothered to ask whether it was true or not 
either. And it wasn’t. 

The fact is that Osborne actually wrote a letter about what had 
motivated him to do what he did. The day of his attack also happened 
to be the date of an Iranian march through London where they 
habitually fly Hezbollah terrorist flags. They chant ‘Death to the 
Jews, Death to the Jews’ and celebrate the Prophet’s massacre of a 
Jewish tribe. 

So here are 10,000 people chanting ‘bomb Israel’ and spouting 
terrorist propaganda in the middle of London and what are our law 
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enforcement agencies’ priorities? To ensure that they get to do it ina 
safe and secure environment. It’s unbelievable. Except no it isn’t 
unbelievable, because their version of hate is the only acceptable 
version of ‘free speech’ today. Osborne was caught on video trying to 
get near that march and when he couldn’t he drove over to Finsbury 
Park where he drove into those people. If the BBC ever reported 
those facts then I never saw it, and believe me I looked. 

But then again Darren Osborne also came out and explained why 
he’d been motivated to attack someone. Again, it was nothing to do 
with me. He’d watched the Three Girls documentary about the 
Rochdale raping gang (which has now been taken off iPlayer) and 
his wife even came out and told the world that that was the 
radicalising factor. In his letter he talked about Jeremy Corbyn 
supporting terrorists and about London mayor Sadiq Khan saying 
Muslim terror attacks are part and parcel of living in a big city. There 
was not a single mention of me. 

It’s worth remembering that Osborne’s attack came days after 
London Bridge and hot on the heels of the Westminster and 
Manchester terror attacks. Yet no one mentioned those as perhaps 
being a factor. You don’t think all of those murdered innocents were 
part of his motivation? What Osborne did was wrong, it was evil and 
it was entirely his. His guilt, belonging to him alone. 

It was already too late for me though, because the fake headlines 
went around the world. I got so many threats including one video on 
Facebook where a bloke was saying he was going to chop my wife, 
kids and mum up. He said he was coming for my family, straight to 
camera. As you’d expect I rang the police, and when they came to 
see me I set up a hidden camera, because you really, really cannot 
trust these people. 

Pd been harassed online for some time by Ali Dawah, the 
Facebook/YouTube warrior who’d been challenging me to a debate. 
I'd accepted and he’d backed off. Id even challenged him to a 
boxing match for charity, but for some reason (cowardice I’d guess) 
he wasn’t going anywhere near that. Instead Dawah said he was 
intent on finding me and made a video outside a house my mum used 
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to live in, saying “hey Tommy recognise where I am?” Those poor 
innocent people ended up having a police guard on their property. I 
even went to see the resident and apologised. 

Then Dawah started putting up my mum’s new address and when 
the police came I explained that Fd already had to move my family. 
Suddenly I now had this anonymous bloke making his ‘chop up your 
family’ threats. He said Allah had instructed him and he kept 
repeating, “I will kill your mother, I will eat your mother”, reciting 
Islamic scripture, quoting the Koran. I rang 999. 

I thought I had plenty to be worried about, because right at this 
time my car had been taken into the garage with a broken front 
bumper and the mechanics called me. Stuck underneath the car with 
double-sided tape was a tracking device. Who’d put it there? The 
police? MI5? Or a British offshoot of ISIS or al Qaeda? 

My instincts are that it was probably the police/security services 
because believe me, I can drive halfway across the country, pull up 
into a residential road and two minutes later a car full of coppers 
suddenly appears as if by magic, to ask exactly what my business is. 

When the police arrived after those threats, a female officer said 
there was lots of action being taken with regard to investigating it, 
right up to detective inspectors, senior intelligence officers — all 
looking into the case. They would get results, promise, promise, 
promise... 

So the next day, there was nothing. I started to get the feeling the 
show of strength had been total bullshit, and even though the geezer 
in the ‘chop’ videos looked like he was mentally ill, that didn’t make 
him any less dangerous. Ali Dawah was throwing wrong addresses 
about and it hadn’t been long since an 85-year-old woman in 
Leytonstone was beheaded by another mentally-ill Muslim shouting 
‘Allahu Akbar’. I couldn’t afford to leave it to the police, so I started 
making my own inquiries. 

I’m not sure how many police officers at any level of seniority 
actually gave a toss about my situation or my family’s. I don’t know 
if it was being investigated at all. I doubt it. The fact is it only took 
me a few hours to find out where this character lived and that he 
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went to Mitcham mosque. That’s how long it took me to do the 
police’s job for them. Who knows, maybe they actually were 
‘investigating’ such as they do. If so, they’d probably still be looking 
for him now, except that I got there first. 

The next day there was still no word back from the police, so I 
headed to London really early with my cameras and found the young 
man as he left for mosque before 6am. I was videoing it all — my new 
safety net — and if it wasn’t for how serious his threats were you’d 
feel sorry for the bloke. He was absolutely terrified when I 
confronted him and ran off. I chased him and stopped him. 

He said someone was brainwashing him on YouTube and sure 
enough it was none other than Ali Dawah. And then it was as if the 
lad was suddenly star struck by having me in front of him. He 
wanted to arm wrestle me on camera. It was quite sad really, because 
he clearly wasn’t all there. 

The police duly turned up — we’d called them out of concern for 
the lad — and I was trying to be nice to him. True to type the police 
started getting shitty with me until I explained exactly what had been 
going on. I told them they didn’t need to handcuff the bloke, that he 
had the mental age of a child and that he needed help. But they 
handcuffed him and got rough with the kid naturally, and as I 
understand it he got sectioned. They were probably pissed off that I 
could do their job better than them. 

The same lad was at it again a year later though, making online 
threats and naming people I knew in Luton. I called the police and 
asked what they were going to do about it, because it sounded like 
this time he was really trying to find out where my family was. I 
went back to his house, called the police again and told them unless 
they acted I was kicking his door in. They came, and as usual they 
did nothing. 

But back to the Darren Osborne situation. One notable moment 
that came out of it was an invitation to appear on Good Morning 
Britain, to go head to head with Piers Morgan. Now I think everyone 
appreciates that Morgan could start a fight in an empty house. 
Everything about his ‘act’ is to provoke people and, love him or hate 
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him, he makes some entertaining tv. I would come unstuck in trying 
to co-operate with tv programmes in the future, but on this occasion 
it was being broadcast live. At least that makes it more difficult for 
them to twist your words or change the entire context. 

It turned into a blockbuster of an interview, that’s for sure. In 
those situations I’ve had enough experience to not get shouted down 
and bullied, which is Morgan’s default tactic. He was throwing all 
the usual far right, anti-Muslim rubbish at me, nothing unexpected. 
But when I pulled out a copy of the Koran and replied that no, 
actually this was the problem, he nearly had a seizure. 

He said I was a bigoted lunatic. I said former Prime Minister 
William Gladstone had held a copy up in Parliament and described it 
as “an evil and cursed book”. Piers probably came as close as he ever 
will to leaping out of his chair and getting physical. Believe me that 
would have been worth your licence fee alone (and yes, I know it 
was on ITV). You get the point. 

I understand not everyone is on Twitter but if you were at that 
time you’d have seen Morgan bragging about it being Good Morning 
Britain’s biggest ever audience. And that’s the bottom line for people 
like him — when you peel back the theatrical outrage, it’s all about 
the audience, the numbers, the ratings. Personally, I doubt that there’s 
a sincere bone in Morgan’s body. 

Once we were off camera he came up to me and was all 
sweetness and light. He actually said that he agreed with a lot of 
things that I said and did, but that he thought me bringing the Koran 
live on air was a step too far. I replied no Piers, it’s you that’s about 
five years behind the story mate. 

Just to highlight the hypocrisy, on another of his shows Morgan 
interviewed an American woman who ran off to join ISIS with her 
husband. When she saw the full scale of the horrors she scarpered 
and made it home with her kids. 

She renounced Islam and when Morgan asked her what she made 
of the Koran now, she called it “a terrible book” which advocated 
killing the non-believers. She admitted she didn’t know her religion 
very well. What’s the saying? A little knowledge is a dangerous 
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thing? Did Piers Morgan give her a broadside over that? Of course 
not, he gave her the complete soft soap treatment. It’s all about 
whatever best suits the day’s agenda. 

They’re hypocrites, most of these people, and when they’re not 
they are usually massively ill-informed. They believe not just their 
own pre-conceived bullshit but that of everyone inside their liberal, 
metropolitan bubble. At least I’m honest and have conviction in what 
I’m trying to do and say. 

(Oh, and in case you’re having a sneaky read of this Piers — in 
terms of ratings, over a four-week period my tweets were seen by 193 
million people around the world and my Facebook videos alone were 
seen by 49 million. That kind of puts Good Morning Britain’s few 
hundred thousand viewers in the shade, matey!) 

As for Lizzie Dearden, was she really that incompetent (probably) 
or was someone pulling her strings (again, probably)? Well, in terms 
of her employment and what she writing about me, she’d been made 
Home Affairs and Security Correspondent of The Independent 
around the time of Osborne’s attack. Curiously, just weeks 
afterwards, a Saudi billionaire Sultan Muhammad Abuljadayel 
bought 30% of the business. A pure coincidence, I’m sure. 

Despite Lizzie Dearden either deliberately or incompetently 
misrepresenting the evidence in the Osborne trial, someone had put 
me at the top of her interest list. While I was in prison she wrote nine 
articles about me (mostly total bollocks) in nine weeks. When you 
consider all the other articles and tweets, do you reckon she might 
actually have a bit of a crush on me, on the quiet? Or perhaps her 
new Muslim boss had decided to pick a few people for her to target, 
despite his protestations of editorial ‘independence’? 

I’d offer to wipe my arse on his views and her articles, but that 
would be impossible unless I wanted to ruin a brand-new iPhone. 
The Independent is so broke and discredited that it can’t even put out 
an actual newspaper any longer. It’s just another shitty liberal 
website with a warped far-Left agenda. 

I don’t expect that Sultan Muhammad Abuljadayel bought into it 
in order to make a ton of money any time soon. 
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What the hapless Lizzie Dearden showed no interest in reporting, 
and no other MSM journalists either, were the other stories and 
causes my team investigated that bore no relation to the UK’s 
grooming gangs or terrorists. Because wherever we could we tried to 
help people who needed it. 

I detailed in Enemy of the State how Kev Carroll and I did a 
sponsored walk in memory of Lee Rigby, to raise funds for Help for 
Heroes. The charity refused the money because I was associated with 
it. I was made aware of a little girl, Amelia-Mae Davies, a two-year- 
old with neuroblastoma, a rare cancer, whose parents were 
desperately trying to raise money for her to have experimental 
treatments in America. But when we gave them a cheque for £6,000, 
the cancer charity involved refused to accept the money. 

There you go — what price a child’s life when you can indulge in a 
bit of politically correct virtue signalling? Her family were 
appreciative of what we tried to do though, and I went to the little 
girl’s funeral when she died just short of her third birthday, never 
having made it to America for her potential life-saving treatment. 
Meanwhile, the Charity Commission was busy investigating the 
Amelia-Mae Foundation because Tommy Robinson had been raising 
funds for it. These people all have their priorities in the right place, 
don’t you think? 

Pd arranged a book launch in Manchester for a project I’d done 
with Peter McLoughlin, Mohammed’s Koran — Why Muslims Kill 
for Islam, and we’d sold a thousand tickets for it before Greater 
Manchester Council threatened to take the venue’s license off them 
and it was cancelled. I refunded all the people who had bought 
tickets and gave them a free book, but a lot of people insisted on 
donating the money. 

As a result we asked around for local good causes and were told 
the story of a little Manchester boy, Dylan Day. When Dylan was just 
three he was complaining of pains in his leg. He couldn’t stand up at 
nursery so his mum took him to the doctors. He was treated for 
myeloma — cancer in the bone marrow of his leg. He was good for 
more than five years before he became ill again and this time the 
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doctors found a tumour on his spine. They operated but couldn’t 
remove everything and in effect Dylan was living a shortened life 
and was in palliative care. He’d spent an entire year in hospital. 

His dad Frank had set up a Just Giving page to try raise enough 
money to fulfil Dylan’s greatest wish, which was to go to 
Disneyworld in Florida. I had children of Dylan’s age and I just don’t 
know how you get through that ordeal as a parent or grandparent. 

When we went to see Frank, plus Dylan’s nan Paula, we were 
able to show them their appeal page which had suddenly passed 
£10,000. We’d been able to donate £9,000 plus £2,250 of Gift Aid. 
We were able to make that dream of Dylan’s come true and he went 
to Disneyworld. 

Sadly, little Dylan Day passed away peacefully shortly 
afterwards. I just hope his family have some cherished memories of 
that little boy and his very special holiday — not thanks to me, but 
thanks to everyone who has lent their support through buying books 
or donating to our cause. I know Dylan’s family would like to thank 
all of you, too. 

I’m not sure where episodes like that sit in my role as a roving 
journalist. I’m a dad, simple as, and you do what you can for your 
kids. For anyone’s vulnerable kids. 
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9 — WE NEED TO TALK ABOUT K.... 


My work both with Rebel Media and running solo wasn’t all about 
racing to scenes of terror attacks. There were plenty of cases where 
the law was persecuting the wrong people, or just as commonly not 
prosecuting the right people. But what we also tried to do was 
provide some serious study of the issues that really ought to have 
been grabbing headlines in the MSM but weren’t. 

I never fail to be disappointed by how little political leaders, all 
the way to Prime Ministers and Presidents, know about a subject like 
Islam. It’s a massive part of so many issues that go to the heart of 
communities across not just our country, but the so-called civilised 
western democracies. If you’re not informed on a subject, if you 
don’t understand the complexities of it, how on earth can you 
provide intelligent leadership when it literally blows up in your face? 

Maybe people like David Cameron, Theresa May and Boris 
Johnson should be banged up in HMP Wandsworth for a spell. That’s 
a cheery thought in itself. I’d give them a list of useful books to read 
in terms of broadening their horizons and education. 

Journalists? I see very few with any kind of understanding of why 
we have the problems we have, and even fewer with a desire to 
inform themselves. Asking tough questions? Understanding the 
back-story? Obviously that’s too difficult a task for the vast majority 
of them. 

Piers Morgan went ape-shit when I brandished a copy of the 
Koran, but seriously — does he have one? Does he even begin to 
understand where some of the problems start and finish? Because 
this isn’t me saying it, it is some very serious Islamic scholars, some 
very brave men who have put their heads above the parapet. 
Meanwhile politicians put their fingers in their ears, close their eyes 
tight shut and hope the problems will go away. Believe me, they’re 
not going away. 

Piers Morgan and friends could do worse than watch some of my 
videos, and Id recommend one in particular with a renowned 
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Muslim cleric, the Iranian-born Mohammed Tawhidi. He lives in 
Australia now and is known popularly as ‘the Imam of Peace’. 

The ‘entertainment’ of the Piers Morgans of the media has 
nothing to do with informing people. It’s all about provocation and 
ridicule and when you’re the intended subject, you understand that 
before you sit down with them. Is it serious though? Does it try to 
inform or is it a circus act? I’m pretty certain it’s the latter. 

I might not be as well-educated as people like Morgan, but that 
doesn’t stop me listening and learning. He ought to try it some time. 
Imam Mohammed Tawhidi is a Shia Muslim who became extremely 
well known on social media. He’s a fascinating character and the 
approach and attitudes of men like him are massively important if 
we’re ever to progress a debate on this issue. 

Forgive me if you already know this stuff but for people new to 
this subject, there are two main strains of Islam, Sunni and Shia. 
They date back to the death of Mohammed in AD632 when his 
‘religion’ split in two. In 1,400 years there’s been no sign of them 
kissing and making up. They haven’t even managed to live 
peacefully side-by-side as neighbours. Indeed I wouldn’t be too 
surprised to find more deaths around the planet are down to the Shia 
versus Sunni conflict than Islam versus the Rest of the World. 

The people who throw their ‘Islamaphobe’ insults at anyone 
trying to address this subject are at best lazy, at worst ignorant. A 
phobia implies an irrational fear of something. Well, there’s lots to 
fear about Islam as it relates to its more fanatical followers, but 
there’s nothing irrational about that. It’s entirely sensible. 

Let’s say your daughter starts mixing with men whose kin have a 
nasty record of grooming, raping and trafficking young white girls. 
Then the girl starts coming home late, off her head on drink or drugs. 
Is it irrational to worry? I don’t think that makes you guilty of 
Islamophobia. 

If a senior cleric at your local mosque is preaching hatred against 
the very people he lives amongst, is it irrational to worry that one of 
his impressionable young followers might opt for a one-way ticket to 
paradise? And especially worry if he intends taking a couple of 
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dozen kuffar with him? My critics would have you think that I hate 
all Muslims, that I try to inspire hatred against all Muslims. That’s 
rubbish. Total bullshit. But then again those people have zero interest 
regarding what my actual concerns are. 

Are they saying that rape gangs aren’t a serious issue in Britain? 
Is anyone? 

Are they saying violent Islamic extremism against the west isn’t a 
global issue? 

I think two pretty basic questions need asking. Firstly, why they 
continue to happen and secondly, what can possibly be done stop 
them? Pretty basic, yes. Ridiculously obvious even. But I don’t hear 
anyone in authority asking them, let alone trying to find answers. 
There’s no ‘race-hate’ involved in that, just a serious question that 
shouldn’t be beyond debate. 

I don’t and never have disputed the fact there is a large majority 
of law-abiding Muslim citizens. That said, it doesn’t mean they’re 
not an ongoing part of the problem. And that problem, I would argue, 
is their continued silence in the face of hate preachers, grooming 
gangs and potential terrorists. 

There are always plenty of ‘community leaders’ stepping up to 
condemn terror attacks when they happen. Always lots of muftis and 
imams happy to pose alongside vicars and MPs as a sign of 
‘togetherness’ while some poor mum and dad are burying their 
innocent kid. 

You'll get a letter in The Guardian from 40 or 50 Muslim clerics 
with a couple of Christian bishops thrown in for good measure, 
condemning these acts as being pure evil and nothing to do with 
Islam. I’m not arguing that it isn’t the right message, but it also goes 
to the root of the problem. It stops short of addressing why it keeps 
happening in the first place. 

Those people could try to explain why a suicide bomber quoting 
verses from the Koran is misinterpreting it. If it really is a ‘book of 
peace’ and a ‘religion of peace’, don’t just mouth platitudes when 20- 
odd kids at a pop concert are blown to bits. Instead, drive that 
message home in your mosques. Point out to your followers why all 
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of Mohammed’s verses of war and hate, the ones quoted by the 
terrorists, are wrong. Explain why they are not fit for 21st century 
consumption. 

You would think that’s the obvious first step in stopping this 
endless jihad. But not only do Muslim leaders not offer that, it seems 
our political leaders are afraid of demanding it. It’s easier for them to 
swallow the ‘book of peace’ bullshit at face value. Move along, 
move along, we’ve said all the right sorrowful words, nothing else to 
see here... 

If there is to be change, it has to come from within and I see no 
sign of it, especially from the religious leadership. 


I sometimes describe Islam as a ‘buffet religion’. When the 
extremists want a message of violent jihad, they pick out their 
appropriate surahs and hadiths. When they want to appease the 
victims of that violence there’s another piece of scripture to fit the 
bill. Pick and mix. 

I never hear Muslim community leaders expressing worry about 
the drug problems in their own communities. It’s very real though 
and I mean the drug taking, not just the dealing. Go into a Luton 
nightclub and prepare to be surprised. Go into a Luton betting office 
and see who’s at the gaming machines. Not very pure and holy, but 
it’s completely ignored and/or tolerated within their community. It’s 
a non-issue. 

I don’t think it’s a subject the British establishment wants to think 
about beyond basic law enforcement. As such, here’s a serious 
question which I’d welcome answers to. Do the mosques that largely 
control Muslim communities concern themselves with the industrial- 
level drug dealing which their young men are running? Do they ask 
how, parked outside row after row of terraced houses, there are 
Porsches, BMWs, high-powered Mercedes and the occasional 
Ferrari, owned by young men who might work at a poorly- 
frequented chicken or kebab takeaway? 

Must be thrifty, hard-working lads who have been saving their 
minimum wages... 
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I also find it unbelievable that all those dozens of men in each and 
every grooming gang don’t go to mosque (and we know many do). I 
find it unbelievable that their activities aren’t known within the 
community. But as with so many things, a blind eye seems to be 
turned. Where does the Koran sit in all of this when a dozen men 
here, another dozen there, are sent to prison for a couple of hundred 
years? 

Which is where we come to men like Imam Tawhidi. He openly, 
bravely, discusses the violent references in Koranic scriptures. He 
challenges them and says that 21st century Muslims need to drag 
their holy book into the modern age and consider it in a different 
light. He wants complete reform of Islam and as such he’s hated by 
far more Muslims than I am. 

Tawhidi and I first met when I was leading the EDL which is 
ironic, given what was driving our movement. It surprised me then 
and still does that here was a man talking the kind of sense that 
western governments and societies need to hear. 

Growing up in Iran, Tawhidi saw a lot of corruption from 
government and state at first hand. He didn’t like what was being 
taught to young students and clerics, of which he was one. The 
‘system’ was sending missionaries out across the west specifically to 
preach about devotion to Sharia law, the Caliphate, Islamic 
government etc. The subjects were wide-ranging but all carried the 
same basic message, one of Muslim domination and eventual 
takeover of everything, everywhere. An Islamic world. That 
shouldn’t be news to anyone by the way. It’s underpinned Islamic 
scripture since AD632. 

That is the non-negotiable belief that’s at the very core of Islam, 
whether Sunni or Shia. But it’s not one that’s acknowledged by 
anyone in the British establishment, or indeed by other western 
nations and cultures. 

Tawhidi was a vocal critic of this attitude and paid a heavy price 
for it. He was interrogated and imprisoned in 2012, then he moved to 
Iraq and got involved in media projects there, but not without 
problems. That’s when he contacted me. 
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When we met up again in 2018 for an interview with me holding 
the microphone, he spoke about the general fear and hatred towards 
Muslims and Islam from so many quarters. I think what troubled him 
was how uninformed that attitude was. 

He felt people needed a better understanding of what the issues 
were and are. He respected that at least my concerns were reasonably 
well-informed and that I understood the problems with Salafi, 
Wahhabi and Deobandi fundamentalism. For information, they 
happen to be the more conservative (as in fundamentalist) factions 
within the Sunni creed. 

Imam Tawhidi appreciates he’s fighting a very uphill battle, one 
that won’t be won in his lifetime, if at all. But he believes that if the 
world is to co-exist in peace, then reform of Islam is critical. He’s a 
good man. He’s also a very endangered man. 

During the Tawhidi interview, his description of the core problem 
with Islam was a real insight. He said the idea of improving or 
reforming something that is regarded as ‘perfect’ — which the Koran 
is by Muslims — is practically impossible. I quote: “It isn’t as though 
Islam was introduced in Mecca as another option or a theory or a 
new way of life. It was introduced as perfect, as the only way of life 
for all human beings.” 

If you have perfection, how can you improve on it? That is one 
almighty problem, right there. The finished article, perfection, early 
in the 7 century and never to be amended or improved and lived by 
to the exact letter. For the next 1,400 years and beyond. 

No matter how people’s understanding or interpretation might 
change and develop, the controlling hands on radical Islam insist on 
this — as it was for the Prophet then, as it is for all devout Muslims 
now. If that doesn’t give you some cause for concern, then you need 
to read some of his surahs (otherwise known as verses). You might 
never let your daughter out of the house again, depending on where 
you live. 

Such as there is hope for reform, I suppose it comes from Islam 
itself. I’m not going to attempt to explain all the politics involved, 
but Shias and Sunnis divided originally over who should succeed the 
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Prophet Mohammed. Basically, Shias thought leadership should be 
passed down through his family line, Sunnis decided they wanted to 
pick their leader. And out of that one initial disagreement, who 
knows how many thousands or millions have been slaughtered since. 

Even now the only thing radical Sunni Muslims hate more than 
the unclean kuffar is non-Sunni Muslims. Going strictly by the book 
we are only considered worthless, but non-Sunnis are considered 
apostates and the Prophet had only one recommended outcome for 
them. Thankfully not every follower acts on that holy instruction. 

Even within the Sunni branch however there are a wide variety of 
strands with different approaches to how they live. Of the world’s 
approximately two billion Muslims, it is estimated that around 85 per 
cent are one division or other of Sunni, about 10 per cent Shia and 
the rest are other minority factions like the peace-loving 
Ahmadiyyans. 

One of the biggest problems Britain has, is that the religious and 
political Muslim agenda is dominated by the more radical Sunni 
sects — the Wahabbi, Salafi and Deobandi I referred to. These are the 
characters who privately believe and preach that all Muslims should 
live like the Prophet did. 

As such, when you see Muslim women wearing the full face veil, 
the niqab, you’re almost certainly encountering a woman from one of 
those strains of Islam. If a woman is just wearing a headscarf, a 
hijab, then she’s more likely a Sufi or Barelvi Muslim, still Sunni but 
not so hung up on clinging to the 7 century ways. 

Imam Tawhidi believes there is hope in somehow diluting the 
power of those radicals. That means not just the hold they have over 
their communities, but increasingly their influence in the corridors of 
power. His vision lies in a reforming, less conservative interpretation 
of their faith. His hope is that successive generations of westernized 
young Muslims might enjoy the benefits of a more liberal western 
lifestyle. 

He thinks, hopes, they may turn against the horrors of ISIS and al 
Qaeda abroad, the brutal regimes of the middle east and the domestic 
terrorists at home. He hopes that time alone might lead to the 
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adoption of a more tolerant relationship with their non-Muslim 
neighbours. I’d like to say that I share his optimism or even patience, 
but I can’t. Quite the opposite. 


When I was growing up in Luton and listening to my parents’ 
generation who experienced the first wave of south Asian 
immigrants, they spoke about people far more likely to settle and 
mix amongst their new white Christian neighbours than we see 
today. There weren’t any obviously extreme religious views in the 
1960s and 70s that people were generally aware of. The situation has 
gone backwards, not forwards, as Islam generally has been 
increasingly ‘weaponized’ in step with the growth of the 
communities themselves. 

Let me stress though, there’s nothing unexpected or unusual about 
any of this. Look back at any country, through history, and migrant 
communities follow the same patterns down the centuries. My Irish 
forefathers moved to towns and cities and congregated together with 
other Irish Catholics. It’s human nature. 

They built a church, a school, they celebrated and mourned 
together. And the shops and businesses they opened reflected that 
heritage, as you’d expect. Whether it be Irish or Polish in recent 
British times, or more recently south Asian and eastern European, it’s 
the same pattern. 

As such and in any community, as the numerical balance of 
people living there changes, so does pretty much everything else. 
Whether it’s the commercial landscape, retail trade, how people 
socialize, worship, and eventually the influence they have on local 
politics, it is bound to evolve. 

Take America as an example, the ultimate nation of migrants. You 
have the Italian/Sicilian families that settled in New York and still 
control the mafia. Up the east coast, Irish-dominated Boston 
communities produced families like the Kennedys. On the west coast 
Los Angeles and San Francisco have their districts like Chinatown, 
Little Saigon, Little Korea ... there’s nothing new in the world. It’s 
the same in most major western cities. 
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With sufficient numbers comes accumulation of wealth, then 
power and influence. There is both a common factor to consider here, 
but also an uncommon once. Certainly in England with its centuries 
of migration, despite the bloody conflicts between Catholics and 
Protestants, Christianity has been a shared religious identity for 
hundreds of years. You’d have to say the same goes for the language. 

The only way you’d tell Irish or Polish kids apart after 20 or 30 
years would be a surname or possibly the Catholic school they went 
to. Grandad’s accent might be a bit of a giveaway. In all other walks 
of life they’d share similar interests, especially over time. They 
would play football or rugby with or against each other, socialize at 
the same pubs and clubs, shop on the same high street, work and mix 
together. It becomes a natural melting pot. 

They even looked generally alike and at least had the same skin 
colour. Integration might have taken some time but underpinned by 
common faith, language and appearance, it evolved naturally 
enough. 

With the south Asian migration which has continuously 
accelerated, along with soaring birth rates, the same factors do not 
apply. The differences in language, religion, appearance and culture 
make integration much trickier. While it was in Irish or Polish 
migrants’ interest to mix with and get on with their neighbours, or it 
just happened over time, the exact opposite is actively preached in 
many mosques, often referencing the Koran’s instructions. 

Again, not all. I’m not throwing a blanket over an entire section 
of the population. But it’s especially so in the mosques we have to 
worry about. 

Consider the basic ideas of Islam. Most of our politicians have 
their heads in the sand about Islam’s absolute rejection of integration, 
but how they behave in the face of that just makes things worse. It’s 
a plain fact that our politicians, police and the establishment in 
general has been taking a knee for decades. No cultural or financial 
favour is too much, no sin so great that a blind eye can’t be turned. 

We’ ve had decades of the State trying to ‘buy’ the friendship and 
hopefully the loyalty of the Muslim population. It’s been patronizing 
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to the point of being embarrassing. And instead, far from buying 
friendship, respect or neighbourliness, it’s just bred an attitude of 
expectation. I don’t think many people would disagree that such an 
attitude and behavior has contributed massively towards everything 
from the grooming gangs to criminal enterprise and electoral fraud. 

Relevant to this entire project is another aspect I was made aware 
of by Imam Tawhidi, who opened my eyes to what he called 
‘population jihad’. He’d witnessed it first hand in the middle east 
where Saudi Arabia implemented a policy of inhabiting specific 
regions with communities of people suitable to their ambitions. 

Remembering his years as a young man in the middle east he 
described population growth as far more than simple human nature, 
but as being politically motivated. Basically, it was weaponized 
breeding as a means of fighting the numbers war. Tawhidi referred to 
an area called Ahvaz, which sits between southern Iraq and Iran, just 
north of Saudi Arabia and Kuwait. 

He said the Saudis literally fund families to increase the Sunni 
population in that area, to improve the demographic balance. It’s a 
long game, but it’s one we’re already 1,400 years into. I’d say 
another 100 years might see the job done in a lot of places. 

The fact is we don’t need to look at Ahvaz, which is just a big ‘so 
what?’ to us here in England. Instead let’s just take a look closer to 
home. The local imam in the district where I grew up has three 
wives, which the British legal system turns a convenient blind eye to. 
I understand he has more than a dozen children (and counting) 
between them. Those ‘extra’ wives don’t work because strict Muslim 
wives don’t. Instead they have state-funded housing and they have 
babies with all the benefits, literally, that they bring into the world. 
We fund what is essentially a breeding programme, however you 
want to dress it up. And I really have to ask — why do we have a 
benefits system that encourages population jihad? Because as Imam 
Tawhidi makes clear, that’s precisely what it is. 

I can’t wait to see the results of the 2021 census, which will give 
us a clearer idea of the actual size of ethnic communities in England 
and their growth since the previous census in 2011. 
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I think a lot of people are going to look at the numbers and think 
‘wow’ and the fact is that whatever the growth has been, it will only 
increase over coming decades. Think of it simply as a family with 
five kids around the year 2010. Within another 10 years from now 
those five kids will be adults quite possibly with five kids of their 
own on their way. 

That means from one couple, in 25-30 years there could be 25 
new families. Imagine if they all have five children? And that’s 
without some of the sons taking more than one wife. Do the 
numbers and take a sneaky peek at 2050 — if you dare. Put like that, 
those Manchester Muslims who were boasting about being able to 
sway 40 constituencies were selling themselves short. Way short. 

Imam Tawhidi said he understands people like me being so 
concerned for the future of our country. He said that in my position, 
he’d think and say the same. What do you do about it though? I’ve 
yet to hear anyone with a sensible answer to that. More importantly, 
no one’s looking for one. 

I think that’s because, as you’d expect, anyone raising such 
difficult issues today is immediately going to make enemies and not 
just in the Islamic world. Australia has its fair share of liberal media 
sweethearts, just like the UK, who believe that everything about 
Islam is all sweetness and light, the religion of peace that’s just let 
down by a few occasional maniacs. 

Those left-wing Australian apologists have blackened Tawhidi’s 
name, rewritten his history, with plenty of support naturally from the 
Muslim establishment that despises his challenge to its authority. 

You’ve got to be a pretty brave bloke to put yourself through that 
and he lives under a constant death sentence because he has 
challenged the teachings of the Koran. He once cancelled 22 Uber 
requests in a single day because all of the drivers were Sunni Muslim 
— and he is subject to a fatwa, a religious instruction for any devout 
Muslim to kill him if they have the opportunity. 

Even in the relative safety of Australia — at least you’d think — 
people have been arrested for attacking both him and his property. 
One of the main reasons for that isn’t simply because he is Shia 
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Muslim, but because he has criticized and challenged the teachings 
of the Koran. It’s a very real threat. One reformer who professed 
similar beliefs to Tawhidi, Mahmoud Mohammed Taha, was 
executed by the Sudan government for apostasy. Those men had and 
have a real problem with interpretations of the Koran. Unfortunately 
for us, those are the interpretations that prevail in the majority of 
British mosques. 

I loved Tawhidi’s views on the Mayor of London Sadiq Khan, and 
our then Prime Minister Theresa May. Basically, he didn’t consider 
either of them fit to lead. He said and I quote: “I wouldn’t have him 
(Sadiq Khan) as manager of McDonalds.” Amen to that. And he had 
a rather surprising perspective to offer on Khan as Mayor. It’s one 
that might not sit comfortably with many inhabitants of the liberal, 
metropolitan bubble. 

He said that to people brought up in the Arabian Gulf, London 
was like paradise on earth, this mythical, magical place that only the 
very wealthy and privileged could dream of seeing. If you studied in 
London, or you honeymooned in London, it was a big deal. 

But according to Tawhidi, when people heard the Mayor of 
London was not a white British man who was representative of our 
heritage and values, but a man of Pakistani descent, they completely 
lost respect for us. Tawhidi explained that in the Gulf states Pakistani 
and Afghan migrant workers are treated with utter contempt. Lowest 
of the low. Not that anyone in western authority would for a moment 
discuss that in public. Or even in private, for that matter. 

But it’s not me saying that, it’s the Imam of Peace talking. 


113 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


10 — THE ELEPHANT IN THE ROOM 


The grooming gang plague — rape jihad — is not a new phenomenon. 
England officially woke up to it when The Times journalist Andrew 
Norfolk finally found the guts to expose the Rotherham scandal in 
2011. Norfolk had awards heaped on him. I thought he should have 
been shamed. He’s admitted that he’d known about the problem for 
quite some time, but hadn’t found the nerve to write the story. Isn’t 
that what journalists do? 

Not only wasn’t Norfolk a hero, he was admitting he was 
basically a coward and that he only acted when he saw the EDL was 
exposing that uncomfortable truth in towns and cities across the land. 
I wonder if Norfolk ever wakes up at night wondering how many 
girls he might have saved if he’d acted earlier? Probably not. 

We’d been saying it in the EDL since we formed in 2009 and a lot 
of people had been trying to get someone to take the problem 
seriously a lot longer than that. As history now shows, every one of 
those attempts hit a brick wall of State denial until finally it could no 
longer be ignored. There was just too much of it to keep it silenced 
forever. 

How long had it been going on? Try 1975 for starters. As long 
ago as that. More than 35 years before Norfolk’s story, worried 
members of the Sikh community were giving the police information 
about Muslim men trying to prey on their daughters and sisters. 
Needless to say, nothing was done. 

Those worried people ended up having to launch their own 
nationwide campaign to tackle the problem. They formed a group 
called Shere Punjab, basically where Sikh temples across the country 
found volunteers to keep a lookout for incidents like this. In 
conjunction with Sikh Youth UK and SMART — Sikh Mediation and 
Rehabilitation Team — they had to take it upon themselves to protect 
their young women from predatory Muslim men. 

They gave up on our so-called forces of law and order more than 
45 years ago. That’s how damaged and unfit for purpose the British 
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police establishment is. That’s how blatantly corrupt and effectively 
complicit they are in all this. 

As for Rotherham? A Home Office-funded researcher was 
assigned to look at issues around ‘Asian’ men and vulnerable young 
girls as long ago as 2002. The woman has told of the implicit threats 
made to her about the findings she was highlighting, with an 
estimated 270 girls being abused in one year. She was told directly 
by someone within Rotherham Council never to mention them again. 
Instead of being praised or promoted she was sent on a two-day 
ethnicity and diversity course. 

Then one day she came into work and someone had ‘robbed’ the 
office. Whoever it was took only her data from a filing cabinet. All 
this in Rotherham, where a victim went to police with the clothes 
she’d been raped in as evidence and the police managed to ‘lose’ 
them. Tell me again, why aren’t senior police officers and local 
authority officials rotting in prison cells alongside the rapists? 

In Bradford in 2004, the Chief Constable of West Yorkshire 
Police, Colin Cramphorn, ordered Channel 4 to postpone televising a 
documentary titled Edge of the City. It looked at Bradford’s social 
services department where one of the specific problems they were 
encountering was white girls being groomed and abused by Pakistani 
gangs. Obviously they didn’t use the ‘M’ word, but Cramphorn told 
them not to show it when it was scheduled in May 2004. He thought 
it could disrupt the upcoming local Bradford elections. Bradford was 
still getting over the full-scale race riots of 2001. 

But it seems that’s what passes for ‘care’ for our most vulnerable 
members of society. Not “save the children”, but “don’t upset the 
Muslims”. Cramphorn should have been carpeted for that dereliction 
of duty. Instead he was awarded the CBE. Channel 4 eventually 
showed the documentary, but they tip-toed around the actual subject 
of the abuse as best they could. 

If anyone was surprised by it they didn’t include Keighley MP 
Ann Cryer. Keighley is a nearby town and Ann Cryer been 
campaigning against the abuse of local young girls for years, a lone 
voice being blanked by an entire establishment. 
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But it’s not just non-Muslim people producing evidence of these 
atrocities. The Iranian and Kurdish Women’s Rights Organisation 
reported that as many as 30 children, some as young as nine, were 
forced to marry in the Islington area in 2010 alone. I wonder whether 
the Islington MP expressed any support for them? He’s a bloke called 
Jeremy Corbyn. Used to wield quite a bit on influence in the Labour 
Party, apparently. 

It isn’t even as if our courts are immune to the insanity. A judge 
set free one sex offender who’d had sex with a 13-year-old and who 
said he’d been taught at madrassa that it was permitted. Oh, so that’s 
okay then. Someone tell me, whose law exactly is sovereign in the 
United Kingdom? What’s that you say? Sharia? I guess you’re right, 
certainly in some circumstances. 

Some of the horrors the girls themselves describe break your 
heart. Others ought to turn your hair white. And yet at every point the 
State spent years and years closing its eyes and turning its back. 

Pd force every single MP and member of the House of Lords to 
sit and listen and watch these girls repeat their stories. It would be 
interesting to see if that managed to move them at all. If it didn’t 
bother them in the slightest at least you’d know where they stood the 
next time they asked for your vote. 

There was a girl who was burned to death after her abusers had 
finished with her. Another who had her tongue nailed to a table and 
another who had the letter M branded into her buttock, to show who 
she belonged to. One girl was draped in the Pakistan flag after they’d 
finished taking turns with her. Those MPs and peers should be made 
to listen to the apologists for this kind of behavior because there are 
plenty of them. Don’t think this is just me describing horrors that 
rarely see the light of day. In many cases it’s the accounts of the 
rapists and murderers themselves. 

There’s no shortage of evidence from within their own 
communities of Muslim men saying yes, actually, it is acceptable to 
treat non-Muslim girls and women like this. Many of them are taught 
from a young age that not only is it acceptable to do this, but they are 
doing the Prophet’s bidding. They are encouraged to do it. 
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It’s okay for our establishment to put a lid on this box when it’s 
Boko Haram or ISIS kidnapping and raping girls, where it’s just 
faraway news that’s here-today, gone-tomorrow. That’s what they 
consider a ‘third-world’ environment, not our very nice, very 
civilized England. But the fact is that it’s happening here and like it 
or not the message and motive is exactly the same. Many of these 
men still insist that the behavior is directed from their holy book, 
however uncomfortable that may be to say out loud. 

Two rapists who went out to kidnap and rape a ‘kuffar girl’ told 
police they did it in order “to celebrate Eid.” They thought it was 
holy, ffs! Can you imagine if two white men did the same to a 
Muslim girl to ‘celebrate’ Easter or Christmas? The MSM would 
have a meltdown — but unless you’ve followed my videos closely in 
the past I’ll bet you’ve never seen or heard those stories anywhere. 


Through 2016 and while settling into our new home, I was trying my 
best to live a pretty straightforward family life and get clear of the 
constant attention from the authorities. That could come in the form 
of continued harassment from my time in HMP Peterborough or non- 
stop disruption over something as simple as taking my kids to a 
football match. 

That didn’t mean my concerns over the huge changes happening 
in towns and cities across Britain were going away. Radical Islam 
and its impact on every area of life in western Europe was somewhat 
overshadowed here in the UK by all the noise over Brexit. That 
didn’t mean the problems were going away though. They were just 
thriving in the shadows as the entire MSM threw everything in its 
power at keeping us in the EU. 

It was natural once I got into bed with Rebel Media and started 
developing my journalism work that rape jihad would be a key focus 
of the stories we pursued. The appeasement of Muslim communities 
first exposed in towns like Rochdale and Rotherham explains why 
the conditions also existed much farther afield. It explains why 
hundreds and thousands of white girls could continue to be raped and 
trafficked for so long. And still are. 
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They were not unfortunate accidents though, they weren’t a one- 
off or even a two, three or four-off. This was gradually coming to be 
seen for what it was, the norm in these communities. It also quickly 
established the pattern of how police, councils and social services 
had been operating on a daily basis for decades. 

If it had been the unstated policy in one town or local authority 
you could maybe say, okay, a mistake or a bad decision. But when 
it’s every town and city? Every local authority and police force? 
Then I don’t think you can come to any conclusion other than the 
State was aware and was silently approving of it. It was part of their 
DNA then and I’m still not sure it’s fixed. 

Those girls’ lives were thrown out like so much rubbish for 
decades by the very people whose duty it was to protect them. And 
what became increasingly clear was that it wasn’t just in a couple of 
working-class northern towns. It was the length and breadth of the 
country. When Rochdale and Rotherham were exposed the numbers 
of people brought to justice were at first in single figures, eventually 
in the tens. And then the scandals rolled out around the country as 
girls, many now young women, were finally empowered to come 
forward and bring their rapists to justice. 

Towns and cities finally revealed their dirty secrets — Keighley, 
where Ann Cryer had been calling it out for 10 years, Newcastle, 
Oxford, Aylesbury, Bradford, Peterborough ... on and on and on. 
When Telford was eventually exposed, a scandal going back more 
than 20 years, it was on a scale judged possibly greater than 
Rotherham. 

More on Telford later, because that story still has plenty of legs on 
it and a few stunning surprises yet to be revealed. To put it into 
context though, when Telford broke, the BBC’s reaction was to run it 
on their local station web page. It wasn’t even the main story. 

Even I was surprised when around 30 groomers, traffickers and 
rapists were arrested and charged in Huddersfield. It’s an area of 
West Yorkshire which doesn’t even have a significant Muslim 
population in comparison with other towns in the area. Huddersfield 
is the biggest town in Kirklees, but the towns with the significant 
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Muslim populations are Dewsbury and Batley along the Calder 
valley. But it was Huddersfield where the Kirklees bubble burst. 

That rape gang was the case at Leeds Crown Court that would see 
the State turn its guns on me for contempt of court far more quickly 
than it ever had on a child rapist. But no sooner were that lot banged 
up for hundreds of years between them than another large group of 
local men were announced as facing charges too. 

There was a pattern emerging as well by this time and it is one 
that should send chills down the spines of people across the country. 
When this was first exposed we were talking about a handful of 
rapists and abusers, but suddenly the numbers were going off the 
scale. 

Still in Kirklees, just as those Huddersfield rapists were cooling 
their heels in prison cells, a further 55 arrests were announced in the 
aforementioned Dewsbury and Batley. Those arrests related to 
offences reported from 2002 to 2009. A few months later there were 
dozens more arrested taking the total to around 100, including a man 
in his 80s, covering the years after 2009. 

Lockdown has provided the perfect excuse to kick a lot of those 
cases into the long grass with the court system basically being put on 
hold for 18 months. Finally it was announced that 32 of those 
arrested in Dewsbury and Batley were facing nearly 200 rape, abuse 
and trafficking charges against eight local girls, dating from 1999 to 
2012. 

In my opinion there’s a suspicious shortage of official 
investigations and reports into why these scandals were allowed to 
happen. Such as they have been published they have pointed to 
deliberate police policies based on appeasement and a fear of 
appearing racist. 

If one good thing appears to have come out of all this, it’s that 
some of the police now seem to feel empowered to go where the 
evidence takes them. Some at least are finally listening to the girls 
who were brutalised, and trying to track down as many of these evil 
creatures as they can. Good — but I would caution that it’s still only 
some and not all. 
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What consistently accompanies every single case though are the 
weeping apologists of the liberal left. They’re always swift to accuse 
anyone who refers to these as ‘Muslim’ grooming and rape gangs as 
being Islamophobes and racists. They haven’t a single word or 
thought for the victims, just a huge temper tantrum that anyone 
might make a connection between the crimes and the ideology of the 
culprits. 

“White men are paedophiles too!” they scream, as though that 
makes this or any other evil act acceptable. 

“Levi Bellfield (Millie Dowler’s murderer, amongst others) was 
part of an organised white paedophile gang!” they howl. He may 
well have been. He should have been swinging on the end of a rope 
years ago, as indeed they all should. But that’s not the point. 

The police threw all of their resources into tracking down 
Bellfield and the rest of his filthy kind. That’s what they routinely do 
with anyone accused or suspected of perpetrating such barbaric acts. 
More power to their elbow. But it should be about the crime, not the 
colour or the creed. 

Did you see how many millions of pounds were wasted by the 
Metropolitan Police trying to persecute innocent men based on the 
wild fantasies of Carl Beech? The police couldn’t rummage through 
Cliff Richards’ knicker drawer quickly enough when they got the 
opportunity of targeting another alleged celebrity ‘abuser’. They 
were more interested in getting their raid filmed by the BBC with 
their helicopter overhead than they were giving an innocent man his 
due rights to basic justice. 

Evil is evil, but I think there’s a big difference between the types 
of people and activities involved here. I’m sure what a lot of people 
think of as typical ‘paedophiles’ are mostly white perverts. I’m sure 
some of them operate together on the dark web, while others might 
be just lone-wolf predators. 

We know about the Rose and Fred West types, who preyed on 
vulnerable girls and young women. There are lots of resources aimed 
at the many paedophiles operating online. Meanwhile I know the 
police publicly criticise vigilante groups who go after these men, but 
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I’ll bet every cop on the beat cheers them under his or her breath. 
More power to them, I say. 

But those are very different from the category of abusers I’m 
talking about. These are the organised grooming and rape gangs that 
for decades have operated in full view of the authorities. The ones 
who believe they were doing their god’s will, or at least using it as a 
convenient excuse when required. And while hopefully they are 
mostly on the run now, they spent decades with get-out-of-jail-free 
cards not because they were south Asian but because they were 
Muslim. 

It’s time we were honest about that description because ‘Asian’ is 
a massive cowardly cop-out. These rape gangs are mostly Pakistani 
but not entirely. That’s because most British Muslims are Pakistani. 
But Asian? People from China are Asian. People from Thailand and 
parts of Russia, from India — which is majority Hindu and Sikh — and 
a whole load of other countries are ‘Asian’. Don’t tar them all with 
the same brush. We don’t need to kid ourselves. We know why 
politicians and the MSM avoid that expression like the plague. 

Once we manage to settle the ‘Asian’ versus ‘Muslim’ labelling 
argument, then we need to address the role that religion may or may 
not play in it all. It’s a fair question to ask, whether any of the 
victims were young Muslim girls? If not, why not? 

That type of abuse may well be happening behind closed doors in 
their communities too, but let’s face it, it has happened in white 
Christian families down the ages. The Catholic church is still badly 
tarnished by the sins of its priests over many generations. But were 
any of those abusers targeting victims based solely on them being of 
a different faith? That’s a major point here. 

Young Muslim girls are still being trafficked to marry relatives 
back in the sub-continent. We don’t hear much about ‘honour’ 
punishments and even killings, but don’t fool yourselves that they’re 
not happening in communities that keep their business very private. 

People can argue endlessly about the root cause of this behaviour 
but it depends upon whether we consider Islam a religion or 
something more. Right now, no one seems inclined to even discuss 
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it. Everyone seems happy to just lock up the bad guys and close the 
door not just on their crimes, but on the ‘why’ of it all. 

I think people with a deeper understanding of Islam would agree 
that it’s far more than a religion. It’s an ideology, it’s a lifestyle, it’s a 
culture and in its more conservative forms it aims to control every 
single aspect of a believer’s life. That’s a big stumbling block for 
anyone trying to address its internal problems. 

There are countries today where practising Muslims live in a far 
more liberal and westernised fashion than their cousins in London, 
Luton, Birmingham, and the towns and cities of Yorkshire and 
Lancashire. You could argue that should give us hope, as Imam 
Tawhidi hopes, that fundamentalism here could change. I suspect 
that instead it just reflects the brand of Islam that dominates in 
individual countries. 

There may be Ahmadiyyan Muslims where you live and if you’re 
at all familiar with them, you'll be aware of the community and 
charity work they do. I’ve heard of areas where they send their white 
Christian neighbours Christmas cards. They spread the word of 
peace, love, respect and co-operation. Of mutual respect and 
tolerance. 

But back in Yorkshire again, Anmadiyyan Muslims who had been 
present locally for decades, eventually founded their own mosque in 
2018. They were immediately subject to harassment and intimidation 
by local youths, attacking them and their new building. 

Did it make headlines? Was it on the local tv news? Were the 
police all over it as a hate crime? Don’t be silly. The uncomfortable 
fact was that the attackers were local Sunni Muslim youths attacking 
their minority neighbours. The police, especially West Yorkshire 
Police, seem to do their best deaf and dumb acts when that sort of 
thing happens. 


In trying to tackle extremism, it’s a major obstacle that the Koran 
isn’t just Islam’s own ‘Bible’, a religious guide. It is also the 
equivalent of British Common Law or the US Constitution. It isn’t 
there simply to guide its followers but to control every single aspect 
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of their lives. For the rest of us, our problem boils down to how those 
people choose to interpret it — like Tawhidi or like Anjem Choudary 
and his sort. Book of Peace or Book of Jihad? Obviously it’s both, 
depending on which version comes in most useful at any particular 
time. 

Perhaps the most common misinterpretation involving the Koran 
is something you'll have heard many times and will hear many more 
times. It’s the supposed quote about Islam being a religion of peace. 
I’ve lost count of the times I’ve heard ignorant politicians trotting out 
this piece of old rubbish, usually after the latest terror atrocity: “Blah 
blah blah ... as it says in the Koran ‘Whoever killed a human being 
shall be regarded as having killed all mankind’.” End quote. Except 
actually no, it’s not quite ‘end quote’. 

Quite conveniently that’s the extent of what the appeasers quote, 
when in fact that’s not the quote in its entirety. It’s from Surah 5:32 
and it’s been helpfully abbreviated to suit the purposes of the day. It 
actually says this — “Whoever killed a human being, except as 
punishment for murder or other villainy in the land, shall be regarded 
as having killed all mankind.” 

There are various English interpretations of the actual quote, 
because despite the ‘one true book’ myth, there have been dozens of 
different versions of the Koran down the centuries. But the general 
idea remains the same. Killing someone is like killing all mankind — 
unless you have good reason to do it. So that’s alright then, because 
if the misguided fanatic seeking Paradise and a room full of virgins 
believes he’s obeying the Prophet, boom. Job done. 

In fact let’s have a look at the next Surah, 5:33, to understand that 
in its proper context: ‘Indeed, the penalty for those who wage war 
against Allah and His Messenger and Strive upon EARTH [to cause] 
mischief is none but that they be killed or crucified or that their 
hands and feet be cut off from opposite sides or that they be exiled 
from the land.” 

Muslims look to their holy scholar Ibn Kathir for the most 
accurate interpretations of the surahs and he interprets ‘mischief’ as 
being non-Muslim. Got it yet? If you’re kuffar, all bets are off. 
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I’m not sure how you tackle that. Right now there are very few 
people interested in even acknowledging the problem, let alone 
trying to do something about it. There are a few brave exceptions in 
men like former UKIP leader Gerard Batten and the admirable Lord 
Pearson but for the rest, it’s just too uncomfortable. 

Just suppose for a minute that after the recent assassination of 
MP David Amess, or indeed the next act of terror, the Prime Minister 
invited every mosque leader in Britain to a summit. Imagine he 
asked them publicly to sign up to a declaration that this interpretation 
of the holy book was wrong, once and for all. 

Why wouldn’t our political leadership do that? I think it’s because 
they wouldn’t like the answer they might get. And that wouldn’t just 
be embarrassing it would be humiliating. It might open a few eyes 
though. 


Back to Britain’s grooming gangs and as with apologists for Jihadi 
John and other ISIS warriors, far too often the guilty men have been 
described as ‘good’ Muslims who attended mosque regularly. We 
shouldn’t be surprised that no one in authority appears keen to query 
those kinds of statement. It would involve opening a Pandora’s Box 
that no one quite fancies. 

Some might argue that there’s no link between the mosques, the 
preaching of their imams and mullahs and muftis, and the rape jihad 
being waged on their doorsteps. Fair enough and it’s hard to prove or 
disprove it. But do we know if it is being condemned, actively 
preached against? Surely that would be a good start at least. If the 
battle against the grooming gangs is actively being fought from 
within the communities where it’s rife, then they need a better PR 
strategy, at the very least. 

All of this plays straight to the Home Office report commissioned 
by former Home Secretary Sajid Javid in July 2018. On the back of 
the repeated trials of five men here, 10 men there, dozens and dozens 
more lining up to be tried, Javid launched an official review. He 
directed it to look into the “characteristics and contexts” of grooming 
gangs which he later described as having “disgraced our heritage”. 
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Whether he meant Pakistani or Muslim heritage doesn’t really 
matter. As Home Secretary he was the man in specific charge of all 
the people empowered to tackle this issue and all the signs were that 
he was taking that responsibility seriously, finally. 

Here was progress at last. Or that’s what we thought at least. The 
findings must have been bad — so horrific that it looked for a while 
like they may never see the light of day. The report was delivered 
and it was obviously so toxic, so damning, that the Home Office 
immediately set about burying it. After Javid resigned in February 
2020 over a spat with Boris Johnson and Dominic Cummings, the 
Home Office said it would not be publishing the report because it 
was “not in the public interest”. 

Oh really? Whose interest? Those victims? Their parents? Who 
the hell decides what is in the public interest anyway, if not the 
public? 

I think we can say it absolutely would be in the interest of the 
victims-to-be, because statistics published in December 2019 
estimated that there had been as many as 19,000 victims of grooming 
gangs, the previous year alone. To repeat — 19,000 victims in the past 
year alone. That hardly bears thinking about. Someone at least 
seemed to think that nothing, absolutely nothing was changing. And 
that was okay with our government? It seemed so. 

Hearts of Oak is a group that campaigns passionately on this issue 
and in March 2020 they launched a petition to have the report made 
public. With 120,000 signatures and the threshold having been 
passed to prompt a Parliamentary debate over it, the Home Office 
again said that the report would only be used for “internal fact- 
finding work”. 

Even the chairman of the Petitions Committee highlighted how 
inadequate the Home Office’s response was. Eventually the report 
made its way into the public domain and sure enough, the whole 
ethnic/cultural issue had been neatly sidestepped. From the man right 
at the top, still there was nothing to see here... 
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11 — FINDING ALL THE GUILTY PARTIES 


Meanwhile we still have to wonder, where will the next dawn raids 
be? Which town or city is going to give up its dirty grooming gang 
secrets next? Just as importantly, I think, is identifying all of the 
guilty culprits because it goes way, way beyond the sex abusers. 

Hands up anyone who has heard of a single council chief 
executive, head of children’s services or social services, who has 
paid with their job, let alone a well-deserved spell behind bars, for 
being complicit in the atrocities of these grooming gangs? 

How many councillors have been shamed into resignation 
because they spent years turning a blind eye to the plight of these 
girls? These were girls the authorities preferred simply to discard as 
sluts and lost causes. How many police officers did the same yet 
carried on in positions of responsibility, getting promoted even, 
despite having deliberately failed vulnerable children? 

The picture that repeatedly emerges is of authorities who thought 
many of the young girls were ‘asking for it’, that they were party to 
their abuse. But how many people have been brought to task? I'l] tell 
you — none. Zero. Does that make your blood boil? Because it does 
mine. If we can have a task force to get the rapists, we should have a 
task force to track down their friends in high places. 

Welcome to my world ladies and gentlemen, the difference being 
that I’m the one most likely to get thrown in jail when I speak up 
about these crimes. In councils and police forces around the land the 
guilty are at the very worst parked off to one side. In many cases it’s 
a promotion into a position where they can continue their policies of 
politically correct appeasement. 

The reasons for it are pretty clear to see. As I mentioned with 
reference to the boast in Manchester about the number of seats they 
can now control, the Muslim bloc vote is a powerful weapon. Which 
local authority political leadership is going to risk alienating that? 

An MP with that bloc vote behind him or her knows, even if they 
don’t admit it, that there’s always a price to pay. You’ll know you’ve 
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got one of these stooge MPs when they ask more questions in 
Parliament about the strife in Kashmir than the closing of the local 
hospital’s Accident & Emergency unit. 

Where Muslim politicians hold sway at a grass roots level, mostly 
in towns and cities where the rape jihad has been a fact of life for 20 
or 30 years, we should be asking tough questions. One of the video 
interviews I tried to do in the wake of the Manchester Arena atrocity 
involved a visit to a colourful political character. He’d come into 
public prominence a few years earlier during the Rochdale grooming 
gang scandal. 

Councillor Aftab Hussain wrote to the court to give a character 
reference for Abdul Qayyum, one of the convicted abusers. The 
Rochdale Mayor Zulfiqar Ali did the same thing, pleading the good 
character of Qayyum. They later expressed regret for defending this 
horrible man who got sent down for five years. 

It was Clir Hussain whose address I had, so I thought it would be 
good to interview him and I went along and knocked on his door. A 
young man said that he wasn’t in but would be back after 6pm, so I 
returned about 6.30. I walked, or rather drove, straight into a trap. As 
I pulled into the road I saw two lads waiting in a car and immediately 
realised it was a set up. But as I started to reverse, another car raced 
into the street, then another. They had been waiting for me. 

I tried to explain that we were just visiting Cllr Hussain for a chat, 
at which point they smashed the back window of my motor. Another 
man came up and punched my driver’s window, so I drove onto the 
verge to try to get away. I got across onto a dual carriageway but 
these guys — who were all wearing masks by the way — came after us 
at high speed and tried to run me off the road. Our cars collided three 
or four times. It was like a scene from a Fast and Furious movie. 

They then broke off and made a run for it, at which my immediate 
reaction was to set off in pursuit. That was the point at which I 
realised poor Caolan sitting alongside me in the car was absolutely 
terrified. This was not what he’d signed up for, which we can all 
agree was fair enough. We went back to the hotel and I called the 
police to report the incident. 
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What do you think the headline would have been if this had made 
it into the local paper? “Journalist attacked by masked thugs”? Or 
more likely “Proud local youths stand up to far right thug”? I don’t 
doubt that Clir Hussain’s fingerprints were nowhere to be found 
regarding the ambush. It totally pissed me off though, so I got 
Hussain’s schedule and turned up at a local church where he was due 
to hold a councillor’s surgery. 

The problem was that I arrived just a little bit too early. A Muslim 
woman saw me and looked like she’d seen a ghost. She hurried 
outside and no doubt rang him, because he never turned up. I told her 
to tell Hussain that I’d catch up with him some time but there were 
so many stories, coming so thick and fast, that I never did. 

But did the police do anything about a violent attack on 
accredited journalists, just trying to do their jobs? What do you 
think? I’m sure that to a lot of more senior Manchester police 
officers those thugs who ‘just happened’ to be near Hussain’s house 
were simply saving them a job. 

The thing is this. When you get such divisive application of the 
law and you see it repeated over and over again, then it is no wonder 
that people get frustrated, then angry. It ends with good people, 
honest, hard-working citizens, left thinking that the law really has 
chosen sides. And it’s not theirs. If those people end up believing the 
entire Islamification project is the enemy of British heritage and 
traditions, it’s no surprise. Because that’s the message the State is 
giving out. 

That incident in Rochdale was far from a one-off. It was 
becoming an everyday hazard of the job. 


One story we were investigating involved a link between the far-Left 
Antifa activists and Kurdish militias. Apparently when you read 
occasionally about British people fighting alongside Kurds in Iraq 
and Syria, they are often linked to Antifa back here. Both of them 
share the ambition of creating communist states. 

I’d been tipped off about a joint training day involving Antifa 
members at a mosque. A Muslim friend agreed to go inside while 
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wearing a hidden camera and wire. The plan was that I would then 
go in there with the camera to try talk to these people. That’s not how 
things turned out, you might not be surprised to hear. 

I went to a nearby McDonalds with George and another assistant, 
Lucy Brown, but we must have been spotted. All of a sudden a gang, 
all wearing masks, showed up and set about us. I backed up against 
the wall so they couldn’t get me from behind. They managed to 
throw Lucy to the floor but she bravely fought back. During the scrap 
I caught a kick in the head for my troubles but kept fighting and 
pretty quickly they all ran away. Cowards. They headed off back to 
the mosque where my man was watching as they took their face 
coverings off and quickly changed into different clothes. 

I thought the thumping we’d got would be worth it for that 
evidence, but that’s the problem with technology. It doesn’t always 
work and on this occasion it didn’t. Not that the police were slightly 
interested in the attack on us in broad daylight naturally. They don’t 
actually say “you asked for it’ but you can tell that’s what they’re 
thinking. 

On another occasion there was a breaking story about a potential 
grooming gang operating in the Cumbrian town of Barrow-in- 
Furness. It was made public by a somewhat well-known grooming 
gang campaigner Maggie Oliver. If her name rings a bell she was the 
detective constable (and future Celebrity Big Brother contestant) 
who became well known for her role as a whistle-blower over the 
Rochdale grooming gangs. A lot of people should thank her for that 
act of courage. 

I need to make a point here to people who still think I’m simply 
trying to hammer away on an anti-Islam beat. When I travelled up to 
Barrow and started asking around, I smelled a rat. The complaints 
didn’t ring true and some of the stories breaking in and around the 
so-called grooming gang sounded less than convincing. 

Meanwhile Maggie Oliver had the alleged victim Ellie Williams 
under her wing and was beating the grooming gang drum very 
loudly. I wasn’t convinced though and so I went to speak to some of 
the alleged abusers and asked them straight, what was going on. I 
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have to say, their accounts sounded rather more convincing than their 
accuser’s. It became increasingly so as more details surfaced. 

The bottom line is that charges weren’t brought against the 
supposed groomers and in fact Ms Williams was charged with 
numerous accounts of attempting to pervert the course of justice. 
That was due to go to trial in early 2022 but it does appear that 
Maggie Oliver has gone very quiet on the subject. 

Meanwhile, the police being the police and me being me, 
Cumbria’s finest proved to be as incompetent in the far north-west as 
they are in the south-east. I ended up spending 36 hours in police 
cells. I was in the middle of interviewing people in a Barrow town 
centre car park at the time. Out of nowhere a young bloke on a bike 
came up and gave me a mouthful of abuse before spitting at me 
directly in the face. I knocked him off his bike and he hurt his foot 
under the front wheel of our car. 

Not only did he cause the entire incident, he then told the police 
that I’d called him “a non-binary tranny”. So not only was I being 
potentially hit with a GBH charge, but it was doubled-down to a hate 
crime as well. I could have been looking at a proper long stretch, 
except of course that these days the only place I don’t have a camera 
filming me is in the toilet. And even that might have to change after I 
tell you how I got out of this literally shitty situation. 

We were in the house of a Muslim chap who was giving his side 
of the story when the place was suddenly surrounded by police. I had 
a new young bloke on the camera, Paul, and he went white as a 
sheet. “Shall I delete the footage?” he asked as I laughed and 
welcomed him to Team Tommy. I said no, and told him to give me 
the memory card. 

Now, if you’ve ever been in the nick you’ll know you have to turn 
over all your belongings, including belt and shoelaces. And I knew 
for certain that they would be taking our cameras and my phone and 
I might not see them for a long time. 

But what to do with the memory card, which contained the much- 
needed evidence required to clear my name? I just knew that if the 
police saw that footage the disk would mysteriously disappear or find 
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itself being ‘accidentally’ erased. Oh, and please don’t put that sort of 
conspiracy stuff beyond these people. It’s the very least they’re 
capable of. 

So, stuck for realistic alternatives, I shoved the memory card 
between my arse cheeks. I mean, we weren’t quite at the San Quentin 
or Alcatraz stage where they strip you naked, hose you down with 
cold water and bend you over to see if you’re hiding drugs or maybe 
an Uzi submachine gun up your back passage, but still. 

And there the memory card stayed (pretty much continually) for 
the next 36 hours, after the Cumbria cops applied for an extension to 
keep me inside for questioning. I was walking around to interview 
rooms etc with my arse cheeks clenched tight and only in the confine 
of my cell could I occasionally take it out to wipe it with a tissue. 
Don’t judge — you’d have a sweaty backside as well if you were 
going through some of the stuff I do. 

The Barrow cops were intent on remanding me into custody given 
the ‘hate crime’ seriousness of the charges until I played my ‘trump’ 
card right at the end of the interview. I told them I had footage of the 
entire incident. It would show that not only was I not the cause of the 
trouble, or the lad’s injured foot, but that I could prove I’d said 
nothing of the non-binary tranny sort. In fact it was he who was 
perverting the course of justice with that lie. 

They wanted the footage obviously and wanted to know where it 
was. I pointed to the ceiling and said “in the cloud” — although there 
wasn’t much fresh air circulating around the disk if the truth was 
told. 

At that they gave me bail and proceeded to follow us all the way 
out of Cumbria. I was even banned from returning as conditions of 
my bail, so we headed home. And that’s when the shit really hit the 
fan. Because when I got home, cleaned the disk, and tried to play it, 
it was blank. That panic-stricken lad Paul had hit ‘delete’ before I 
told him not to. 

I swear I nearly had a heart attack. All I could see was me being 
stitched up by the courts again and being locked up once more, 
especially with the sex-hate accusation thrown in for good measure. I 
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was in a terrible state. I looked at my wife and kids and I think even 
they could see I was starting to panic. 

The day was eventually saved when we found someone who did a 
lot of work for the police as a ‘forensic retriever’. That’s an IT 
specialist who can literally get images and information back from the 
dead. At least much of the time he can, but after 24-hours he got 
back to me and said ‘no luck’. 

I will deal with the whole BLM episode later in the book but it 
was during this episode that I saw the BLM chaos breaking and I 
went off on one, screaming and shouting about the Marxist arseholes. 
It wasn’t my best moment but I was in one very bad place, let me tell 
you. And then 24-hours later I got another call — my man was in, he 
was able to retrieve the footage from that car park in Barrow. I 
promptly posted just a few seconds of it online to let the police know 
that I wasn’t lying and yes, we did have the evidence. 

I’m sure there were plenty pissed-off Cumbrian cops at losing the 
chance to hang me out to dry. But what about the so-called victim, 
with his fake “‘non-binary tranny’ bollocks? Did they prosecute him 
for perverting the course of justice, because they should have? Don’t 
be daft. 

So much for the institutional bias against me personally. More 
importantly, if the laws of the land were applied fairly and equally 
regardless of colours, creeds and ethnic backgrounds, there wouldn’t 
need to be the mistrust and divisions we have. If favouritism and 
appeasement wasn’t directed at a specific community at the expense 
of the frustrated majority, then we might finally make some progress 
in bringing communities together. It would be a start. 

For now though there’s little sign of that. Yes we have plenty of 
enemies behind the doors of the nation’s more fundamentalist 
mosques. But the bigger dangers to me are the men and women in 
town halls and police headquarters across the land, and the Houses of 
Parliament. They’re the main obstacle to bringing communities 
together. 
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12 — A LONE VOICE OF REASON 


One establishment figure who has been brave enough to raise this 
issue at the highest level is the former UKIP leader Lord Pearson I 
mentioned earlier. Whats that you say, a ‘far right?’ UK 
Independence Party figure in the House of Lords? What’s the world 
coming to? Actually, Malcolm Pearson was given a life peerage by 
Margaret Thatcher long before he got into frontline politics. 

In March 2018 he spoke in Parliament about the rape, potentially, 
of “millions of white and Sikh girls”. He said, “Will the government 
ask our Muslim leaders if their behaviour is sanctioned in the Koran 
and will they issue a fatwa against it? And secondly, my Lords, will 
the government encourage a national debate about the various 
interpretations of Islam and can we talk about Islam without being 
accused of hate crimes?” 

Here’s the disturbing thing — or rather, one of many disturbing 
things. As he asked that question in the chamber, which was filmed 
and recorded, you could actually hear the groans of other peers of the 
realm. It was one of those, ‘Oh not that again!’ moments. You know, 
like, ‘Is Pearson still going on about the grooming gangs? Leave it 
alone old chap!’ Because there you have it, people. Raise the subject 
of what is basically a crime against humanity, and the suffering of 
those raped and murdered children is reduced to an inconvenience 
for our Lords and masters. 

I’m well aware that people who are brave (or daft) enough to be 
associated in any way with me can expect to have mud thrown at 
them by the MSM and the howling mobs of the far-Left. So yes, I do 
find it reassuring when someone like Lord Pearson sticks two fingers 
up to the establishment and invites me to his office in the Palace of 
Westminster. 

J was introduced to him by his personal assistant Peter 
Mcllvenna, another upstanding individual who, along with UKIP 
politician Alan Craig is heavily involved in the Christian People’s 
Alliance and the Hearts of Oak campaign group. 
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Lord Pearson invited me into his office at Westminster to 

interview him, on the back of seeing the session I’d had with Imam 

Tawhidi. He was such a down to earth gent, a real character. I 

chuckled at one point when he kind of gave me a finger-wagging 

I telling off, saying “You’ve been a naughty boy, Tommy!” But here’s 

i a man who could have a quiet life, yet instead stands up for his 
: beliefs and principles, no matter what shit gets thrown at him. 

Predictably on that occasion it was Yorkshire rent-a-gob Baroness 
Sayeeda Warsi who was jumping up and down. She howled that I 
shouldn’t be allowed on the Parliamentary estate and that Lord 
Pearson was endangering the place. Good grief. I notice she was a lot 
quieter however when her close friend — her very close friend — Lord 
Nazir Ahmed of Rotherham, got in a bit of hot water. 

Despite being made a Labour peer by Tony Blair, Ahmed 

apparently campaigned for Warsi when she stood as a Conservative 
candidate in the 2005 general election. Later the pair of them jetted 
off to Sudan in 2007 on a rescue mission for English teacher Gillian 
Gibbons who got in trouble for letting kids name a teddy bear 
Mohammed. I do hope that being a good Muslim, Mrs Warsi (who 
may or may not have been ‘between’ husbands around that time) 
took a chaperone with her... 
: I think it was the Mail on Sunday who discovered that Warsi had 
divorced her first husband, which was an arranged marriage, and 
promptly married an old friend from school. That bloke had an 
arranged-wife from Pakistan too. The thing is, the poor woman 
didn’t even know she’d been divorced until the newspaper went and 
told her. It seems she still hardly spoke any English and had just been 
moved out of the marital home to kip with the in-laws across the 
road. Very enlightened, Lady Warsi. 

And I doubt Warsi went and visited her friend Lord Ahmed when 
he was jailed for knocking down and killing a man on the M1. The 
court heard the accident happened moments after Ahmed had been 
reading and sending texts while driving. I’m also pretty sure Warsi 
distanced herself when the now ex-Lord Ahmed was charged with 
historic sex offences against a young boy and girl. He and two of his 
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brothers were convicted and were awaiting sentence as this book was 
getting ready to go to print (FYI — he was found guilty and jailed). 

Oh. Did I mention that Ahmed’s from Rotherham? 

In my interview with Lord Pearson he described the House of 
Lords as a Europhile place, but also a very Islamophile place. He 
described his fellow peers as being “out of touch with what I call real 
people, but they call them ordinary people”. It’s a subtle difference. 

In terms of the rise of Islam and its threat to our culture, he said 
of his fellow peers, “They are out of touch and they see the vast 
majority of Muslims as very nice, reasonable people and find it very 
hard to imagine that they can have anything to do with this 
(grooming gangs). They shut their minds off and everyone who does 
raise the issue is accused of hate crimes.” 

Lord Pearson went on, “You can say what you want about 
Christianity without bishops jumping up and down, about Hindu 
gods ... but the moment you look into the history of Islam everyone 
goes through the roof. 

“We need to talk about basic tenets of Islam, where later, violent 
verses of the Koran cancel out the earlier, peaceful ones. Mohammed 
killed 600 Jews in one afternoon. The Crusades were clearly a 
response to 400 years of violent Muslim rule and expansion. So I 
think we need to talk about it at the very least. 

“It is so obvious to them (fellow peers) that Islam must be a 
religion of peace that they are not prepared to look at whether it 
might not be, or whether at least the jihadists and the terrorists and 
the grooming gang people can use what is in the Koran (as 
justification). 

“We have to talk about it and our Muslim leaders could put a 
fatwa on these people and cast them out of Islam. But they won’t talk 
about it,” he said. 

“We previously got a group of leading Muslims to meet in private 
and say that we need a new interpretation of Islam — but of course 
they all got so frightened that they never turned up. But it can only 
happen from within Islam. Why has no one in the police, authorities, 
probation, social services been brought to justice? All believed they 
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could do nothing about it because they would be accused of racism. 
It is idiotic.” 

Lord Pearson was quite downbeat about discrimination against 
the white working class. He highlighted a London march by Veterans 
Against Terrorism and the Football Lads Alliance where he estimated 
over 70,000 people turned up. It was entirely peaceful, but the BBC 
and Sky cameras were only interested in covering it if trouble kicked 
off. One man said to a BBC cameraman, “I suppose if there is a riot 
and you cover it, if a fight does break out, we will be guilty of a hate 
crime,” and the BBC guy said, “You’ve got it mate.” 

Lord Pearson isn’t quite just one voice amongst hundreds, but 
he’s not far off. He said he thought he was the first member of either 
House to raise the issue of Islam objectively, since 1923 when 
Winston Churchill spoke about ‘Mohammedans’. 

He praised Baroness Cox who has campaigned against Sharia law 
and honour-based violence. He said: “She’s had three bills in the 
Lords in the past three or four years, everyone agreeing with her 
about Sharia’s treatment of women and gays ... everyone except the 
Government and the bishops of the Church of England.” 

He believes all mosque sermons should be in English, the same 
with madrassas, which is where the extremism begins. About our 
problems, he added, “We are not being allowed free speech. It’s the 
road to fascism. The Crown Prosecution Service has given itself 
powers on hate crime which actually isn’t in statute.” 

Fancy that. Me and a Lord of the realm, singing off exactly the 
same hymn sheet. 

Afterwards, Lord Pearson invited my family for a guided tour of 
the Houses of Parliament, which was a real thrill and honour. It was 
also hilarious when I noticed someone sneaking a photo of me. 
You’re not allowed to film or take pictures in Parliament, but I 
noticed this woman and caught up with her in a lift to ask what she 
was doing. It turned out to be Baroness Uddin, the first ever female 
Muslim peer and the same peer who was investigated in the MPs’ 
expenses scandal, for claiming £100,000 housing allowance for an 
empty house. She didn’t know where to look when I approached her. 
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Later, after my first Old Bailey appearance, when I thought I’d 
actually landed a knockout blow to the contempt charge, Lord 
Pearson whisked me off to the House of Lords for dinner. Bold as 
brass he was introducing me to people ... “Hello Lord Tebbit, meet 
Tommy” ... it was unreal. 

The security staff inside Westminster were like, “alright Tom” and 
on the way out a police officer whispered, “Keep going, son”. I was 
on some kind of high. Shame it didn’t last very long. 
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13 — THE STATE VS SYL AKA TR 


I’m not sure at what point I realised there are no depths the State 
won’t go to, to stamp out its enemies. I say ‘enemies’. I suppose I 
just mean inconvenient truth-tellers. By anybody’s standards I think 
Pd qualify as a British patriot but it’s obviously not something the 
State thinks is something to be proud of any longer. Time after time 
I’ve walked into courtrooms thinking ‘maybe this time I’ll get a fair 
shake’ only to be brought down to earth with not so much a bump as 
a crash. The real wakey-wakey moment came with the contempt case 
though. 

I suppose I should be grateful that I’m still breathing and standing 
upright in one sense. In Russia, China or North Korea I’d have been 
‘disappeared’ many years ago. So maybe we — I — should be thankful 
for small mercies. 

The tactic applied mostly against me since 2009 has been police 
disruption and court action, no matter what kind of flimsy excuse, 
outrageous lie or miscarriage of justice has been required. It’s a tactic 
that has never looked like achieving its main aim, that of shutting me 
up and shutting me down. But it’s clear that British law enforcement 
and the judiciary never loses its appetite for trying to pin something 
on me. They’ll even re-write laws in order to do it. Yes, really. 

By the middle of 2017, with the UK under apparent siege from 
either lone-wolf terrorists or small groups of jihadis, I was gaining 
experience as a video journalist and my audience was getting bigger 
by the day. In the background however, the police harassment had 
been pretty much constant ever since I’d come out of prison in 2015. 

Despite thinking I had finally walked away from jail, hopefully 
for the last time, I’d found myself dragged back to court again over 
an incident while I was in HMP Peterborough. I’d been told that a 
Muslim inmate had taken a contract to scald me with boiling water 
and sugar and I confronted him. 

I fully admit it was with the specific aim of getting myself sent 
‘down the block’ into isolation and out of harm’s way. It worked, and 
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I stayed safe for my remaining days inside. I’d been told no action 
was going to be taken when I left Peterborough, but someone had a 
change of mind and it was that incident that led to a late-night arrest 
as my family came back from holiday. 

It soon became clear that the stunt was all for the benefit of the tv 
cameras. Bedfordshire Police had their own little reality tv 
programme being aired on Channel 4 and what better than to drag 
me in for a bit more public humiliation in their cells? Lots of things 
changed at that point though, because there was massive online anger 
about what was being done. 

In all my ordeals with the police and the courts I’d repeatedly 
been scraping around for money for solicitors. If Pm honest, I rarely 
had much confidence in the legal advice I was getting. At times I 
didn’t even feel confident about how committed some of my lawyers 
were. Apart from anything else, I certainly couldn’t afford to employ 
the best in the business. Thanks to the wonders of social media that 
was about to change, inspired by two women, a lady called Elsa from 
Canada and another, Gaia, from London. 

Gaia got in touch and said I had to have a proper defence, but I 
was quite negative at first. I said it’s not worth it, you can’t fight 
them ... I told her I’d been in this situation for years and I knew I 
was going back to jail over the Peterborough incident. I was pretty 
low. 

We met in a pub in Coventry and she said she would pay for my 
defence, but we were looking at possibly the thick end of £20,000 
and I told her I couldn’t accept that. In the end she told my solicitors 
she would guarantee the money and that as and when, she could be 
repaid from the funds we were trying to raise. And she was. 

Elsa came on the scene, reaching out from across the Atlantic, and 
she set up a donation page to help pay for my legal representation. 
An unbelievable £30,000 was donated in a matter of weeks. Now I 
could fight back at the system without having my hands tied behind 
my back. 

I was finally able to get a top barrister in Richard Kovalevski QC, 
and he was like an attack dog going after the CPS case. The bottom 
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line was that when I was taken to HMP Peterborough I had said very 
clearly that my life would be at risk on an open wing and that I 
should be kept in solitary confinement. I’d insisted they record this 
request and pass it on to the governor. 

When the case came to court, the judge made the Crown 
Prosecution Service offer no evidence because they’d deliberately 
bent the rules of disclosure. They had only produced whatever 
evidence suited them. I’d had just eight days of my sentence left to 
serve when I got to Peterborough and so I told them to just keep me 
safe please. I insisted on that message getting to the governor. The 
prosecution — the State — didn’t disclose that evidence and the judge 
for once gave me a break. 

I think what surprised and disappointed the authorities most was 
the public reaction when the prison CCTV was shown of me getting 
stuck into the bloke, the one who took the contract to scald me. 
People were supposed to turn on me, because here was a video of me 
starting a fight. But it was exactly the opposite — people were 
applauding and saying ‘go on, get stuck in son!’ because they knew I 
was being stitched up. 

I'd say it’s something of a British characteristic, that the public 
instinctively know an underdog when they see one. Even if ordinary 
people weren’t much interested with me and my crusade, they could 
see what was going on, what the State agenda was. 

Interestingly given that court outcome, the CPS would soon be 
shown as having much bigger problems. Dozens of rape cases 
surfaced whereby they cherry-picked evidence that suited the 
prosecution while deliberately failing to disclose evidence and 
prejudicing trials against the defendants. It shouldn’t happen, but I 
suspect it’s more commonplace than anyone suspects. Either way, it 
was a much-needed win for me. Finally. 

It wasn’t all great news however, because sometimes you can win 
but still lose. My QC also went through the judgment on my 
mortgage case where they’d gone back on their word and taken me 
for £125,000. He said it was unlawful and we should go after them 
for it, so of course I agreed. I thought it was going to be happy days 


140 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


when the judge agreed and said absolutely it was wrong. But then he 
added that he couldn’t allow our claim because it was ‘out of time’. 
We’d left the appeal too late, he said. The prosecution barrister 
agreed that it was wrong and somehow even managed to keep a 
straight face saying it. Bastard. 

My QC couldn’t believe it and we appealed and once again a 
judge agreed that it was wrong, but he ruled that it wasn’t a 
significant enough miscarriage of justice to overturn it. In total that 
cost me £16,000, so I won and my point was made ... but now I was 
£141,000 out of pocket. And people wonder why I ended up 
bankrupt? Good old British justice. 

On that point however I need to give special thanks to everyone 
who has donated or contributed to appeals to help fund my ongoing 
battles against the legal establishment. I have no idea how far up the 
State ladder the ‘get Tommy’ mission reaches. Is it a minister like the 
Home Secretary, the head of MI5 even? Who knows. 

They’re not alone though in using the courts and various other 
means to try to finish me off once and for all. The far-Left rabble of 
Antifa and Momentum and their cronies might not have powers of 
arrest or legal sanction themselves, but it doesn’t mean they can’t 
find a variety of ways to silence their opponents. 

How much have all the court cases cost me so far? Well north of 
£400,000 and sailing ever onwards towards half a million quid. 
That’s without the huge costs involved in the 2021 libel case, 
although there’s nothing left to pay that. 

But if you’ve chipped in a fiver, tenner, or something more 
substantial, I thank you. I can’t thank you enough because the only 
thing I know how to do is keep battling. Push back, fight. And you 
have at least given me the ability to do that. 


It’s quite amazing how far the bent arm of the law can stretch when it 
wants. Take the 2016 UEFA Championships in France, for instance. 
I’ve always loved my football and had some adventures along the 
way, but I’m a far more sedate and civilised individual these days, I 
like to think. On this occasion my mate Keir and I rented a 
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motorhome, and along with a couple of other lads off we went, 
including a black member of the Royal Marines, Isaac. 

I wasn’t taking any chances upon leaving the country, because I 
just happened to be ‘resting’ underneath the motorhome bed when 
we departed through Dover. They didn’t search the vehicle and so 
because my passport was not physically requested I was doing 
nothing wrong. 

I’m not being paranoid when I say there’s a huge chance of me 
being arrested for absolutely nothing. If there’s a police or Home 
Office flag hovering over your head, it can be as simple as a 
disruption tactic, holding you, questioning you, completely ruining 
your plans, before letting you go. The functionaries of the State just 
being arseholes for the sake of it. So I lay down for a snooze under 
the motorhome bed as we headed for France. 

It’s a bit ironic that we’ve got half of north Africa and the middle 
east trying to get into the country, with the Border Force and their 
French counterparts escorting boats of so-called refugees across the 
Channel daily. Meanwhile there was I, a UK citizen, having to 
virtually smuggle myself out. 

My instincts were right though. Within 48 hours my wife rang to 
say there were police all over the house. They were there to stop me 
travelling to France by serving me with a five-year football banning 
order. Apparently my presence in a country with a large Muslim 
population, which France has, ‘could cause problems’. 

Now please, explain to me how a member of the public merely 
going to watch a football match in a so-called civilised, democratic 
country like France, could be a threat to public safety? I have to ask, 
is that even legal? Different rules apply, I swear to God. But they’d 
literally missed that boat. And the motorhome. As you’d expect that 
was all the encouragement I needed, so I posted a video of us all in 
our England hats and tee-shirts, with a flag saying “Fuck ISIS’. We 
put it out on social media, making sure to copy in Bedfordshire 
Police, saying, “Hi guys, I’m in France having a great time!” 

There was one image of an England fan pissing on an ISIS flag 
and you’ll like this — the first taxi that came by had an Algerian 
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Muslim driver and he thought it was great fun. He was cheering us 
on and wanted a tee-shirt, so we gave him one. Sure enough, The 
Sun ran the photo and a headline saying ‘Tommy Robinson declares 
war on jihadis in France’. Because of course I was going into combat 
with a bottle of beer and an England flag, wasn’t I? Morons. 

There was quite a bit of bother over there, but I wanted no part of 
it — I’ve learned that lesson. A group of English fans got battered in 
Marseilles by Russian hooligans who were on tour specifically with 
that in mind. I really didn’t need that sort of aggravation. 

We were out there for two weeks and had tickets all the way to 
the end of the tournament, but England were absolutely rubbish. We 
were at the Iceland game and felt so disillusioned when we lost 2-1. 
Do they even have football fields in Iceland? Then I received a call 
from home telling me my mum had been rushed into hospital, so we 
packed up and set off home. Not that that was plain sailing. 

Somehow during our journey, what with the Russian hooligans 
going on the rampage, our wing mirrors had got smashed and as we 
set off home there were cars honking and flashing their lights. Keir 
was driving, flipping them the finger and telling them to eff off, 
thinking they were just giving us abuse for being in an English 
vehicle. 

It wasn’t that though. We had one of those motorhomes where the 
side extends a few feet when you’re parked up for the night — and we 
were driving home, the lads having a few beers in the back, with the 
side of the motorhome still sticking out. We were taking up one and a 
half lanes — I make no wonder other cars were flashing and honking 
at us! That was a close call. 

And then a tyre blew out and we were stuck for 24 hours and 
copped a £500 bill before we could continue on the way home. I just 
wanted to get to Addenbrooke’s Hospital without any aggravation 
and go see my mum, so at Dover I ‘rested’ again under the bed, but 
this time customs and immigration officers searched the vehicle and 
there was I, trying to look the picture of innocence. 

“What are you doing?” the customs bloke asked. “Just resting 
officer...” They couldn’t get their heads round the fact that a British 
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subject with a passport was trying to smuggle himself into the 
country. They held us for questioning for a few hours before letting 
us go, making sure to alert the police in the process. When I got 
home the kids were crying. There were three police, two in uniform 
and one in a suit. 

We were supposed to have an agreement with the police that they 
wouldn’t just turn up in uniform or marked cars because of the 
distress they caused my children and the fact that it might identify 
that I was living there, but who can trust a British police officer? 

They’d come to serve me notice to appear at Luton Magistrates 
Court the next morning for a football banning order. They took my 
passport even though I wasn’t accused of anything. I hadn’t broken 
any laws, been in any trouble. It was just state harassment. 

I went to hospital to see my mum straight from court, because 
she’s had a lot of serious health issues over the years. She’s doing 
okay at the minute. 

The court case proved interesting though. I got in touch with a 
legal firm called Football Law Associates and hired a barrister, 
Alison Gurden, but while I was down in London I noticed a man. It 
was the same police officer in the suit who had come to serve me the 
court order, so I set off after him. 

The Football Policing Unit is part of the Home Office and I 
figured they were the ones trying to stitch me up me on this occasion, 
probably with ‘encouragement’ from someone higher up the ladder 
of State. When I caught up with this bloke he said he was 
Bedfordshire Police and admitted ‘we didn’t want to do this’. He 
implied they were being put under pressure to go after me. I’d been 
recording my encounter with him, but promised him I wouldn’t make 
the video public. And I didn’t. 

When the case came to court, the police said I was a huge risk 
because of my past and my public profile and they wanted a five-year 
ban from basically anywhere in Luton that was predominantly 
Muslim (Bury Park, where Luton Town play their home games), 
including the town centre. Just for good measure they wanted to ban 
me from all England games. 
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But as you can imagine this had nothing to do with football, not 
really. Indeed, part of their case was that I was inciting racial hatred 
by saying ‘fuck ISIS’ on our post from France. What? Here’s a group 
that likes beheading innocent citizens, setting fire to people, throwing 
homosexuals off the top of buildings, and I was the one inciting 
racial hatred for saying ‘fuck ISIS’? Go figure. 

Anyway, then Alison got stuck into them. I remember she actually 
cited comments from the then-Prime Minister David Cameron in part 
of our case and she absolutely roasted them, tore them to shreds. She 
asked the head of the Football Policing Unit who was bringing the 
case — is it you? She was told Bedfordshire Police, not the Home 
Office. 

“Really”, she said ... but a Bedfordshire police officer was up 
next, under oath. His name is Steve Mason and he’s in charge of 
Luton’s football policing unit, so he’s the intelligence expert where 
this stuff is involved locally. She asked if I was a risk or a threat to 
public order on match days at Luton. He said no, that I sat with my 
family and only attended with my children. He even went so far as to 
say I’d gone out of my way to distance myself from former friends. 

She followed up: “So why are you running a case against my 
client? Is this exclusion zone justified?” 

He replied that no, it wasn’t justified and that the case had been 
forced on them by the Home Office. 

The judge dismissed their application and said the case was 
“vague, cagey and dishonest”. I’m sure you read all about that in the 
MSM, didn’t you. No? It never made the newspapers or television 
headlines? Fancy that! 

The police were ordered to pay my costs of £6,000 but they 
appealed against that and it was overturned again by a different 
judge, one who no doubt had his mind made up before we walked 
into court. He contrived a legal reason for backing up his bullshit. 
Still, if I’d not had the support from the public to fight the case in the 
first place, I’d have taken another total stitch up, I don’t doubt. 

One of the highlights of our family’s weekly routine, when Luton 
Town were at home, was to go to the football on a Saturday 
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afternoon with our friends and their kids. It was a dad’s day out — no 
mums allowed — and I loved it. When it was an away game that 
wasn’t too far it was just as much fun, an adventure on the train with 
the kids and their pals. Or at least it used to be. 

This is possibly the clearest example of how far the State will go 
to persecute someone without regard for hurting the innocent. 
Writing it makes my blood boil again. My journeys around the UK 
with a camera at the ready repeatedly threw up various examples of 
local police forces basically making laws up as they went along. Can 
you actually ‘ban’ someone from a county without reason? British 
police think so. Cumbria did it. West Yorkshire would also tell me to 
get out and not go back. 

I’m sure lots of people suffer it from time to time, bullies hiding 
behind a uniform. The difference is that usually, hopefully, it’s only 
on one rare occasion for Joe Public. My problem is that it never 
stops. 

It was on one such family football day out that the police turned 
their bullying lies on me again, but this time managing to abuse 
innocent children in the process. I guess they see other kids and their 
dads as nothing more than collateral damage. 

We were on one of our little trips with my friends Ben, Morris 
and their daughters and we visited a fairground on Parker’s Piece, a 
large common in the middle of Cambridge. We got into town and had 
a drink in a pub while the kids used the loo, then went to the fair for 
the youngsters to enjoy a few rides before we went to watch 
Cambridge play Luton. Just a nice, harmless, family day out. When 
things turned sour and ended up in court — this time with me suing 
the police — there was even CCTV of me coming out of the fair with 
candy floss and all the kids. 

Afterwards, Manchester United were playing in the late afternoon 
game which was on tv, so we decided we’d go back to the pub to 
watch it. We ordered food and sat down, which was when about 10 
police officers turned up and told us “you need to leave the city”. 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Dads and kids? This officer 
said, “We’re telling you to leave the city or you’ll be arrested.” They 
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said my presence there was likely to provoke violence. The kids were 
sat with us and we were waiting for our food, so I told them we’d be 
leaving as soon as we’d eaten and the football was finished. 

At that point Ben gathered the kids up and got them out of the 
way so they didn’t get more distressed than they already were. The 
pub’s head of security even came over and said we’d been in the pub 
earlier in the day, had come back, and there was no problem 
whatsoever. 

This Cambridge copper was telling me not to video the incident 
and pushed my phone away. 

Luton cops were stood watching because ‘away’ teams send some 
of their officers to identify possible troublemakers. They were 
standing there shrugging their shoulders. They knew we were no 
bother, but that’s the stupidity and the big-balls grandstanding of 
your average British police officer. It was this mug’s chance to give 
me some aggravation, no doubt so he could brag to the boys back at 
the station. I’ll bet he got bullied at school. He probably has a tiny 
dick. 

I didn’t want to get arrested with the kids around. We hadn’t had 
our meal but we left, at which point this entire mob of police came 
following us. They had their cameras filming it all, marching us out 
with big shit-eating grins on their faces. They clearly enjoyed scaring 
children half to death. 

The officers from Luton were red-faced with embarrassment at 
the way these pantomime coppers were carrying on. One of them 
said to me, “This is fucking humiliating”. Tim Smart is a Luton 
copper who has known me since I was 16 and shakes my hand when 
we meet. He was trying to talk nicely to the kids, but they were 
pretty hysterical, wondering what on earth was going on. 

My youngest was only four at the time and tried to run off. She 
almost got hit by a car, at which point these mug coppers backed off 
as we tried to calm the terrified kids down. 

The following week we were out as a family and just happened to 
walk past a police officer and the little one started screaming crying 
and grabbed onto my leg. And you know what? Despite all the things 
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that I’ve been through, I bring my children up to believe that the 
police are the good guys, that they’re there to protect them and keep 
them safe. 

The sad reality is that what happened in Cambridge is what much 
of the British police force has descended to. For every good copper 
there’s another, and probably more, who are just pig-thick bullies 
protected by a uniform. They’re a disgrace to the profession and the 
uniform. 

The following week I started getting us ready for the game but the 
kids wouldn’t come. At the ground a few Luton cops came up to me 
and said they were put in that position and weren’t happy with it. I’m 
sure they were sorry. But they didn’t do anything about it. 

Me being me, I did a bit of digging around and discovered the 
identity of the arsehole copper who’d been Mr Bigmouth at 
Cambridge. I also found out where he lived. For the life of me, I 
wanted to climb on the roof of his house with a PA system and play 
the video of my kids screaming crying. 

I wanted every one of his neighbours to know what sort of a prick 
he is. I wanted his mum and dad, his wife and kids, to see what kind 
of a nasty bully he is — and that’s what stopped me. I wanted to 
humiliate him, but I didn’t want to hurt his kids. There’s no place in a 
civilised world for terrifying and distressing children. So I didn’t. I 
left it. 

What I could do however was use my new relationship with 
Alison Gurden and her expertise in football cases to make 
Cambridge Police answerable for what they did to us, and especially 
to our children. We lodged a formal complaint with a view to 
bringing a case and demanded that they keep the video and audio 
evidence from the day. So naturally they immediately deleted 
everything. Luckily Bedfordshire Police didn’t erase theirs and we 
got that and pressed ahead. 

Cambridgeshire Police actually made two offers to settle the case, 
but I wanted my day in court. The thing is, someone at some point 
has got to put a stop to these people, to make them accountable. I 
wanted that prick of a copper’s name and his behaviour making 
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public. A quiet ‘sorry’ from the force and a cheque written with 
taxpayers’ money? That’s not him being held accountable, named 
and shamed. That wasn’t the kind of justice I was happy with. 

I guess I should have known better than to trust a judge. 

Separately, it was around that time that a big but inevitable 
moment happened for our family. For years I’d shielded the kids 
from what was happening to their dad in the big, bad outside world, 
although it was getting more and more difficult. Police turning up at 
the house gang-handed, harassing us on a day out, arresting me off 
the plane at the airport. This sort of stuff wasn’t normal for other 
families. 

My oldest was getting ready to move up to middle school and we 
met her new headteacher who said we really needed to tell her about 
‘Tommy Robinson’ and what the rest of the world knew. Or at least 
what they thought they knew. The point was that when she got 
amongst older pupils it was bound to come out. We all know how 
cruel kids can be. 

As such we sat her down and I explained that people would talk 
of her daddy by the name of Tommy Robinson, that a lot of people 
are unhappy with what I do and that I’d been put in prison before. I’d 
gotten away long enough with saying I was working away. I 
explained some of the things I say and do, about some of the 
problems we have in our country. I told her that a lot of people don’t 
want to hear that, and try to stop me. I think we sometimes 
underestimate our children, and what they are capable of 
understanding. 

The day after Cambridge, she came up to me and said, “Dad, I see 
it now. What they do and why you shouldn’t have been in prison.” 

They know that these days I’m a journalist, which at least is a lot 
easier than trying to tell them I led the English Defence League and 
what that was all about. That day was fast approaching too. The 
youngest still won’t go to football though. 

To make it worse, I got my day in court alright. Up stood this 
sergeant and he took the oath to tell the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth. He then calmly said he hadn’t a clue who I 
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was. He said he thought Tommy Robinson was a 1980s football 
hooligan, and that he was simply acting on intelligence that these 
three dads and their little children, all aged under 10, were a threat to 
public order. He said that, but it even came out in court that he had 
previously policed EDL events that I’d arranged and led! Yet he 
claimed he’d no idea who I was? 

Steve Mason, the senior officer from Luton, attended and gave 
evidence, testifying that the Cambridgeshire officers’ actions were 
completely out of order. Video evidence of their behaviour was put 
before the court — and it mattered not a jot. You see, as I’ve 
previously highlighted, you don’t have a jury in these cases. The 
facts are meaningless if the judge has an agenda, or just doesn’t like 
the look of you. The judiciary really are as personally prejudiced as 
that. 

On that occasion Judge Karen Walden-Smith could barely hide 
her smug smile in saying I “wasn’t as well known” as I thought. She 
threw out our claim and also ordered me to pay £20,000 towards 
Cambridgeshire Police’s costs, even though they’d twice admitted 
blame and offered to settle. It ended up costing me £53,000, even 
though the abuse is there in black and white — or rather full colour — 
on the police’s own video. 

That’s British law for you. 

Still, I won’t have to worry about being harassed by police at 
football games for a while yet. I actually took my wife to watch 
England play the Netherlands in the semi-final of the Nations Cup in 
Portugal in June 2019. We were minding our own business, walking 
to the stadium in Porto when this dickhead decided to give me a 
serving. He had a gang of mates with him obviously. 

I told him just to fuck off, but he’d decided he was going to be a 
hero for a day and said he would “throw more than a milkshake” at 
me, as had been done before. He was in my face, my wife was 
getting upset and I twice told him to leave it or else. No, he was on a 
mission, back he came so I did what most regular blokes would do. I 
gave him a crack. His mates didn’t back him either and we just went 
on to the match. 


150 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


That was the day ruined though. Again. Just to cap it all off 
England were pretty ordinary and lost 3-1 in extra time. Afterwards, 
while some other mug put the incident out on social media we got a 
taxi north to Spain. I wasn’t going to hang about to end up in a 
Portuguese jail cell with my wife left in the middle of nowhere. 

And you know what I felt worst about? That I’d let the Luton 
police down, and particularly Steve Mason. He’d stood there on oath 
and done the right thing. Those Luton coppers had backed me up 
regarding being just an ordinary decent punter, someone they don’t 
have a problem with at football matches. But now that was me on the 
end of a four-year banning order. And I love my football. 
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14 — PRISONER OF THE STATE 


A defining moment in my new career came on the morning of May 
25th, 2018 in Leeds, West Yorkshire. I arrived at the Crown Court for 
the verdicts and hopefully sentencing in the second of three trials of 
the first 29 people accused in the Huddersfield rape gangs. The 
proceedings had been split into three separate trials to make them 
manageable. Even as these trials were going on, there were dozens 
more accused rapists from that one district waiting to face justice. 
Many are still waiting as I write this. 

Although by this time I was operating purely as a freelance, 
having parted ways with Ezra and Rebel, I still had the benefit of the 
legal training those guys had insisted we have. It might not have 
been a full-on university course, but our team had sessions at top law 
firm Kingsley Napley in central London, focusing particularly on 
contempt, reporting restrictions and when incidents are considered 
sub-judice. It was focused on the legal red-tape around what you can 
and can’t say or report. Believe me, I was trying my best to do the 
right thing. 

I must also point out that before Leeds I had been already found 
in contempt of court in an earlier case when I was on Rebel’s books. 
On that occasion I had to admit being in the wrong. In a case at 
Canterbury Crown Court in May 2017, when four men were on trial 
for gang rape, I’d not properly understood the rules and regulations. 

Pm not going to pretend by any means that I’m an expert in 
media law but I do try to establish what I can and can’t do. What I’d 
understood from previous conversations with court staff at Luton 
was that it was okay to record in and around the premises but never 
in a courtroom. I got that. At Canterbury I’d gone into the building 
where the proceedings were ongoing and had done a piece to camera. 
I wasn’t in the courtroom itself. 

But what I then found out was that you couldn’t film or record in 
the entire premises. As such, strictly speaking, I was acting in 
contempt of the court’s rules and I pleaded guilty. There was no 
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deliberate attempt to break the law, let alone prejudice the trial, but I 
was broadcasting from the wrong place. I got a three-month prison 
sentence, suspended for 18 months. The Leeds case was just over a 
year later and a world away in both intent and actual offence. 
Judging by the hysterical media reaction though, you’d have thought 
I’d bombed the place. 

Upon arriving in Leeds that morning I went into the court 
building and asked about reporting restrictions. I knew that some had 
been in place earlier in the proceedings, but I wanted to check even 
though I wasn’t going to be reporting any evidence. I knew the trial 
had finished and the jury had been sent out to consider their verdicts. 

There was a print-out of the day’s business available to look at, 
there was also a screen showing the details of the trial and the 
accused, but there was nothing mentioning reporting restrictions. At 
what point the actual reporting restrictions on the trial finished I 
didn’t know, and despite my best efforts that morning there didn’t 
seem any way of checking. 

There certainly wasn’t a notice that members of the public or 
press could see, not on the screens, not on the courtroom door. 
Nothing. The court staff who eventually gave evidence at the Old 
Bailey admitted their systems were inadequate and they hadn’t done 
what was legally required. Not that that made a difference. 

But as I said, it shouldn’t have really mattered because I wasn’t 
there to report on the trial or the evidence. I knew I couldn’t film or 
record on the premises obviously, so I went back outside and started 
doing a Facebook live stream, as some of the accused started to 
arrive. 

It was not a unique situation by any means. We’ve all seen news 
crews filming or taking photographs from outside courts where 
people are on trial. Quite often it might be celebrities on trial and 
reporters will occasionally shout questions at them. Members of the 
public might call out messages of support or abuse. It happens to me 
often enough when I walk into a court building. 

I was clearly off the premises, so the Canterbury situation didn’t 
apply. I wasn’t and hadn’t been inside the courtroom in respect of 
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listening to and transmitting evidence, so I was not reporting the 
actual trial in any sense. Everything I was saying was already in the 
public domain, in a hundred places you cared to look for it. The 
names of the accused and the charges they were facing, they were all 
known to anyone interested. 

Whether people were back home in Huddersfield, present there in 
Leeds, or anywhere in England or around the world for that matter, 
the names and charges were available for all to see. All I was doing 
was repeating that information, spiced up with plenty of use of the 
word ‘alleged’. I was making sure anyone watching knew they 
hadn’t been found guilty. And I was asking the accused how they 
were feeling about the outcome, as they rolled up to court. 

I was a bit jokey, piss-taking I suppose, and in return I got rations 
of abuse back from them. As I remarked at the time, it was noticeable 
that given the offences they were charged with, the shouts back 
consisted of “fuck your mother/wife/sister” etc. They clearly didn’t 
hold white British women in much esteem, guilty or not. 

Anything I broadcast couldn’t have influenced the jurors anyway, 
because they were on their way to court. Besides, they were already 
under strict instructions from the judge not to look at things like 
social media. The courts are pretty clear and strict as to what jurors 
should and shouldn’t watch, read or even discuss with their families. 

Pm aware of cases where jurors have been found in criminal 
contempt of court for something like taking a bribe, or even trying to 
associate with the accused. My case was nothing like that though. 
And in my every understanding of what was to come, if I was in 
contempt of the rules anyway, it was a civil offence, not a criminal 
one. There’s a big difference. Or there is for other people. In the 
eventual verdict many months later the head judge Dame Victoria 
Sharp made it clear that there was no deliberate attempt to break the 
tules, to be in contempt. It didn’t stop her locking me up though. 

To this day I fail to see where there was any actual breach of the 
law. All I'd really done was infuriate a pompous judge who didn’t 
like the fact that I was outside his court, inconveniently reminding 
people that here were the latest set of accused child rapists. 
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Judge Geoffrey Marson QC was eventually found to have been 
completely out of order and I'd like to think his career was sunk as a 
result, but I doubt it. They look after each other, those people. 
Having screwed everything up in the first place, it then took the 
finest legal brains in the land to find a way to nail me on Marson’s 
behalf. 

If you saw the live stream, you saw half a dozen police officers 
grabbing me and bundling me away, saying that I was being arrested 
for “breach of the peace”. Hello? Breach of the peace? The only ones 
breaching the peace were those mugs. 

Judge Marson made much of the thousands of people who saw 
the video, but actually there were very few people at the time of the 
supposed offence. It wasn’t until the cops pounced and I was 
shouting for someone to call my lawyer, that the video went viral on 
Facebook. Much was made of those views over coming months, but 
the fact was that my backside was already parked in a prison cell 
before people started watching it in any number. 

The police took me to their HQ on Elland Road, near the Leeds 
United football ground, but I wasn’t booked in or processed or 
anything. I was just held, then taken back to court and told it was 
actually not about breach of the peace, but contempt of court. 

Someone had contacted my lawyer Alison Gurden, who got in 
touch with the authorities straight away. She was told that I was 
being released. Now, you could either look on that as a simple 
mistake, or you could see it from my point of view — it was a bullshit 
lie. They didn’t allow me to speak to my solicitor. Since when was 
that ever acceptable in law? 

I kept asking but kept being refused. I was put in the cells below 
the court, before being brought up to see the judge watch about seven 
minutes of the video. It had actually been over an hour long. 

I kept asking for my solicitor but kept being denied it. Instead 
they appointed a court solicitor who told me that I was being charged 
with contempt, but this mug either wouldn’t or couldn’t explain 
exactly how I’d been in contempt. I doubt he knew. For my part, I’d 
already said to Marson that I would delete the footage immediately if 
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there was a problem. I’ve read so many times that I pleaded guilty 
there and then to contempt. No I didn’t. There was no detailed charge 
even put to me and no plea was given in reply. That was an 
outrageous lie. 

I asked if it could be adjourned again so that I could get my 
solicitor. Again I was told no. I didn’t know it at the time, but in all 
the long history of journalists and contempt of court offences, the 
one common outcome is that they don’t get sent to jail. The Sunday 
Times newspaper columnist Rod Liddle caused the Stephen 
Lawrence murder case to be abruptly halted when he did a hit piece 
on the two men accused, Gary Dobson and David Norris. 

It was blatantly in breach of reporting restrictions but of course 
Liddle was writing in The Spectator magazine at the time. Not only 
wasn’t Liddle himself even charged, the judge gave the magazine’s 
owners a £3,000 slap on the wrist and told them to pay £2,000 to 
Stephen Lawrence’s parents for distressing them. 

I guess that’s the benefit of being part of the establishment. 

Meanwhile up in Leeds the useless fool who’d been appointed to 
represent me was more concerned with not upsetting this idiot 
Marson than establishing what my legal rights were. 

Even being as relatively ‘new’ to court reporting as I was, I still 
had a pretty clear understanding of what could and couldn’t be done. 
I didn’t video any jurors going into court because I knew that you 
can’t, or indeed members of the public. Marson might not have liked 
my jovial tone when speaking to the accused, but was that the most 
serious offence that court was dealing with that day? Seems so. 

I swear, I was not asked to plead to the charge. I did not get to 
open my mouth in explanation or in my defence in that courtroom in 
front of Marson. I was simply sentenced to 13 months in prison, all 
because this bloke was pissed off. 

I was still arguing that I wanted to see my solicitor with the police 
and the court clerks when they took me down. Seems they were in a 
rush to get it over and done with before lunch, because my situation 
was an inconvenience. “Thirteen months in prison,” said this 
arsehole Marson. Ten months for simply pissing him off over this 
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non-incident and the three months suspended from Canterbury into 
the bargain. 

I couldn’t believe it, 13 months? I was gutted, completely, as you 
can imagine. I’ve come up against so much that pretty much every 
day, at some point, I wonder ‘what are they going to do next?’ And 
even so, they keep managing to invent something new. 

Such as I manage to keep my spirits up it’s in knowing that an 
awful lot of people don’t buy their bullshit. That helps to keep me 
going. And in the coming days and weeks it really would be massive 
in keeping my head above water. But even as I write this today, I’m 
still wondering ... what will they do next? 


I was taken straight from Leeds Crown Court to prison in Hull. At 
that point I’d no idea that back in the outside world people were 
absolutely outraged. Everything around the case was going viral on 
social media, but I was insulated from all of that. Within hours the 
‘Free Tommy’ campaign was taking hold. I hadn’t a clue. I heard 
later that Lord Pearson had written to the prison demanding 
assurances that I be kept safe. 

HMP Hull is a Category B prison, an old, Victorian building that 
has a very low percentage of Muslim prisoners. I read later that it’s 
something like 7%, which probably reflects that the city itself doesn’t 
have a big Muslim population. When I got there, they put me on an 
open wing before moving me to the hospital wing where there were 
no Muslim prisoners. 

You get a £1 phone credit when you get to prison, so I rang my 
wife that night and asked her — a bit tongue in cheek, “Have you had 
enough yet?” I wasn’t feeling that great, in truth. I’d gone out in the 
morning to work. I’d been supposed to pick up my daughter later. 
And here I was telling my wife that I was doing 13 months in prison? 
Madness. 

Whatever else is going on elsewhere in the world, inside the 
prison system things move at their own very slow pace. You’re also 
at the mercy of whichever person has responsibility for messing with 
both your head and your situation. 
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I was locked up in Hull for three weeks before I was allowed a 
visitor. Even then the governor decided that I couldn’t have a public 
visit, it had to be private. By the time they got me a date to see my 
solicitors I had already been inside for a month. They were 
desperately trying to get the transcripts from the kangaroo court at 
Leeds. 

I didn’t have a problem with the prison staff in Hull, they were a 
good bunch. I’d say they were the best I’ve had the dubious pleasure 
of being locked up with. I was allowed out of the hospital ward for 
two hours a day where I could mix with them and even play pool. 
There was a room with a mini-gym and exercise bike which I could 
use for an hour, and they’d take me outside into a small garden 
where they went for their breaks. One of the screws, Brett, was a top 
bloke, a really nice guy. 

When you’re in prison your cell door generally opens at 8am and 
most inmates would get breakfast then go to their jobs. Beyond that 
they would be mixing with other inmates, there would be pool tables 
and stuff, even outside football pitches. When you’re back in your 
cell you have a television to pass the time. 

I had nothing like that being kept in the hospital wing at Hull but 
I’m not complaining because at least I was safe. That wasn’t always 
the case. At meal time I’d be taken into the canteen and I could 
actually see the food being served. I could choose what I ate, I didn’t 
have the worry about what someone might be putting in it. In Hull, I 
spent my entire £12 a week allowance on phoning my family. 

When they finally got to see me one Sunday they went away 
reasonably happy because I told them, “I’m fine here”. Previously, as 
anyone familiar with my story will know, prison staff had locked me 
in a waiting room where the CCTV was coincidentally ‘not 
working’. I’d then been beaten senseless by three Muslim extremists. 
That wasn’t going to happen in Hull. 

The word went out that I was okay. Realistically, in my own 
mind, I was facing serving six-and-a-half-months of the 13-month 
sentence. Although the injustice of it was burning me up, I thought 
that if worst came to worst, I could get through it in this place. I’d 
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seen my family and on the following Friday I finally had my lawyers 
coming to prepare my appeal. It was all booked in and I’d spoken to 
them three times by video link. They were positive about having 
Marson’s outrageous actions dealt with, pretty smartly. 

But then the day after my wife and kids came to visit, the guards 
just came and said “get your stuff, you’re going”. They wouldn’t say 
where. The hospital unit staff were as surprised as me. The governor 
at Hull had done a good job in keeping me safe, no one had a 
problem, but suddenly someone had a brand-new agenda and I was 
on the move. 

I was handcuffed to a prison officer and put in the back of a taxi. 
The destination, as it turned out, was HMP Onley on the border of 
Northants and Warwickshire. When I arrived, I asked why I was 
being moved, and why to this place in particular? The admissions 
officer said that kind of information was above his pay grade. Onley 
was a lower-grade Category C prison than Hull, but I was to discover 
that as Cat-Cs go it had the highest proportion of Muslim prisoners 
amongst such jails. Lovely. 

It seemed someone wasn’t happy with me being left to serve my 
sentence peacefully and safely at Hull. At Onley I was in the 
reception area where you are assessed on arrival and I asked 
whereabouts I was being sent. They told me the Induction Wing, 
which is basically in general population. At that point the prison 
governor came in. 

I made them aware that I thought the prison system was taking 
me from a place of safety in Hull to somewhere I would specifically 
not be safe. That meant either physical harm to me, or trouble for the 
prison if I had to defend myself. Either or, one of those outcomes 
was more than likely. 

Get this. The governor said, “You’re here under the name Yaxley- 
Lennon, not Tommy Robinson, so you’ll be safe.” What a prick. He 
also told me that I wouldn’t still be there in a week’s time, which was 
some kind of fiction all by itself. 

I replied that he ran a prison with a large Muslim population and 
they very definitely had a problem with me. “We are a prison with a 
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large and diverse population,” he said, like some Politically Correct 
parrot, adding, “What you need to do is self-isolate”. Self-isolate? 
This was before the coronavirus lockdown by the way. 

What he wanted me to do was request that my cell door be kept 
locked. He was admitting I would be in danger if I left the cell or left 
the door unlocked. I refused because that was putting all of the 
responsibility on me. I told him I would come out of my cell every 
day but that I would defend myself. At that the governor said he was 
putting me down the block — in isolation, solitary confinement. I was 
getting a punishment before I’d even had the chance to do anything 
wrong. 

The Onley staff I spoke to later said that if placed in general 
population I’d have been killed, without a doubt. They had a Muslim 
population of more than 30% and while they might not be lifers or 
terrorists, they were hardcore types who could make themselves a 
hero by serving me up. 

I spoke to one white prisoner who was beaten for two hours and 
had boiling water poured over him. His offence? He ate bacon. Some 
prisons have taken bacon and pork products off their menus 
completely, in order to placate the Muslim prison population. Onley 
still had it but you had to be either brave or stupid to request it. 

A lot of prisoners across the system convert to Islam in order to 
survive and Onley was no different. It’s something I’ve talked about 
before but it doesn’t change. If a violent gang is running a place, life 
is easier when you’re on the gang’s side. 

But that’s not all. A lot of prisoners are among the most 
vulnerable people in society and they end up inside as a result of any 
variety of lousy circumstances. By the time they find themselves 
doing a stretch in prison they’re as low as it gets. They’re angry 
against society, especially against authority and once inside they 
encounter a ‘community’ that gives direction to that anger. 

That’s Islam. It seems like these ‘new friends’ are on their side, all 
of them raging against the machine. But what they are joining in 
prison is most definitely a gang as opposed to a religion. All the way 
across the British prison system it’s the biggest and most feared 
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gang. Not that you’ll ever get a government minister admitting that. 
So not for the first time they took me down the block — solitary. 

As I walked through the other prisoners were looking through 
their cell doors to see what was happening and who was coming in. 
Straight away the place erupted, with shouting and bawling and 
threats and abuse. It was bedlam. 

Normally in a prison cell you have a table and chair, a wardrobe 
and television. Not down the block though — it’s basically a smash- 
proof concrete box. It’s bare, it’s empty, just you, a blue sleeping mat 
and a toilet bowl for 23-and-a-half hours a day. Every day. 

That first night in Onley, the prisoner in the next cell spent the 
entire time kicking and banging the wall between us. I shouted to 
him that with this being a prison, you’re not going to kick the wall 
down you moron. Another prisoner calling himself Khan shouted out 
that there was already a price on my head. 

The next day, I was taken out and put in an open-air cage for 30 
minutes to walk around. Literally, just walk around, that’s all there is 
to do. And all the while the other block prisoners were watching 
through their cell windows. The minute they saw who it was 
exercising they started howling their abuse, screaming that I would 
be murdered, that my wife and children would be butchered. 

That first day, I reacted to them. I bit. I shouted back, “Islam is a 
cancer and I am the cure”. 

You can probably guess what happened next — I was actually re- 
arrested for religious and racial abuse. Really. The next day I was 
taken before the governor, the wanker who said that being 
imprisoned as Stephen Yaxley-Lennon would make a world of 
difference. I said to him, “Your staff must have told you how the 
place erupted the moment they saw me.” 

A female screw had been present and heard all the abuse being 
thrown at me while I was out in the cage, but she never mentioned 
that. She just chose to report what I had shouted back. I asked if I 
could see a solicitor and whether there were blasphemy laws in this 
prison. I asked whether the people howling abuse at me were being 
disciplined, but this joker just refused to answer. He said that as I’d 
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requested my solicitor, the hearing was adjourned. It was like a mini- 
trial, all because I shouted back at people threatening to kill me. 

I’ve done plenty of time in Her Majesty’s prisons for one reason 
or another. I’ve sat bored out of my brain in police station cells 
sometimes on trumped up charges and sometimes just because of 
their “let’s fuck with him” mind games. 

Generally speaking, I’ve learned how to cope with the different 
stages you go through, both in your body and your mind. It’s not an 
easy transition, being totally cut off from the outside world, missing 
your family, your kids especially. Just the endless hours and hours of 
wondering what the hell is going on out there in the real world. 

Being in solitary is a form of torture all in itself, which is why 
there are supposed to be strict limits on how long someone is kept in 
isolation. To keep a prisoner in solitary confinement beyond a certain 
length of time is supposed to require the Home Secretary’s oversight. 

However, as I’d found out previously when the State subjected 
me to 22 consecutive weeks in solitary, they can find some very 
creative ways of keeping the torture going. You have no voice, no 
one to complain to, nothing you can do about anything. 

In solitary, it’s the total isolation that gets to you the worst. You’re 
locked in a room with nothing at all in there. No sound, nothing 
moving, nothing to look at. Somewhere to lay down, somewhere to 
shit. And that’s it. A day lasts as long as a week. It sucks the life out 
of you eventually. 

One night, at around 9pm, three members of prison staff opened 
my cell door and asked me where my wife was. Hello? I’m locked 
up in solitary and they’re asking where my wife is? It wasn’t as if 
there were many hiding places in my cell. Arseholes. I said I didn’t 
know. 

They don’t miss the little things, these people, in trying to drive 
you even deeper to despair. As things were, they were scheduling my 
30-minute break period for a time when the kids were at school and 
my wife was working. You get to take a shower and use the phone 
but I couldn’t call my family. I’m certain it was deliberate. And now 
this. 
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“Where’s your wife?” they demanded. How on God’s earth could 
I know where my wife was? They told me the police were trying to 
find her, because they had intelligence that someone was going to 
attack her with acid. 

And then they just slammed the cell door shut and left me in a 
state of absolute terror. Can you imagine how helpless that leaves 
you feeling? How absolutely desperately helpless it’s intended to 
make you feel? Because that’s the point. I didn’t sleep a minute that 
night. I was in agonies. Who wouldn’t be? That’s their idea of mental 
torture, heaped on top of everything else you have to cope with. 

Back in the real world, Bedfordshire Police managed eventually 
to find my wife — being the geniuses they are, they went and knocked 
on the house door and she answered it. That must have taken a full- 
on CID strategy meeting to work out. They were obviously taking 
this threat seriously, because they gave her a letter telling her what 
actions to take in case she got acid thrown in her face. 

Can you believe that? A letter about surviving an acid attack, as if 
you were Googling how to treat a sprained ankle. And two days later 
they did the same thing with my mum, for good measure. This letter 
apparently warned the two vulnerable women to take “appropriate 
measures to ensure your safety but not to take the law into your own 
hands. You can’t carry a weapon to defend yourself”. 

Meanwhile I was thinking, is this for real? Were there actual 
threats against my wife and mum? I didn’t know. It wouldn’t surprise 
me if it was just some sadistic bastard’s idea of twisting the knife. 
After all, they’d tried that enough times over the years. 

Even if there was a legitimate cause for concern, they were intent 
on using the situation to mess with my head and inflict more 
psychological damage, while terrifying two innocent women into the 
bargain. 

Back inside, another prisoner who’d been sent down the block 
told me they knew that I was being transferred from Hull three days 
before I arrived. He said he’d been told by the prison imam that I 
was heading there. Was he bigging himself up? I don’t know, but 
why would he? What difference would it make, telling me that? 
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Unless he meant they’d had time to plan what they were going to do 
to me. I assume the imam was reasonably close to the governor 
because he’s part of the prison establishment. Maybe he was let into 
the news in order to make sure that I got a proper ‘welcome’? I don’t 
know. I didn’t know who to believe or what to believe. 

I was locked away down in the bowels of HMP Onley with the 
football World Cup on and England were looking a lot better team 
than they had at the Euros in 2016. But unlike all the regular 
prisoners, I didn’t have a television — just that 23-and-a-half hours of 
nothing, then 30 minutes of walking in circles round a cage getting a 
load of verbals from the nutters, grabbing a shower and hoping to 
make a phone call. 

In that first week, I really didn’t think I was going to make it out 
alive this time. I can’t remember being so low, although I’m sure 
there have been times. When I went on hunger strike a few years 
previously things had gotten pretty desperate. I was in a similar place 
now. I wrote a letter to my wife, apologising for the situation I, we, 
now found ourselves in. 

There were a lot of things I needed to say to her, to my kids, in 
case I got killed and they had to grow up without a dad. They would 
be angry at me and maybe think I didn’t love them enough. Although 
I’m not normally an emotional kind of bloke, I put it all down on 
paper. 

This battle isn’t about my kids, it’s about everyone’s kids, even 
the kids of the politicians and the police and the people who hate me 
— it’s about the future of their children too. I swear this country is 
being destroyed from the inside out and someone has to give people 
a wake-up call. I’m not sure our generation of kids can see the 
damage being done, in so many areas of people’s lives. I wanted 
them to know that if someone has to stand and fight, it’s better me 
than my son. 

So what do you think the prison authorities did next? They held 
my letter back. Refused to send it to my wife. They said they thought 
it would end up online as some kind of publicity stunt and as such 
they wouldn’t send it. Can they even do that? Is that not illegal? I 
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don’t know, and when you're isolated like that, there’s no way of 
knowing. 

It wasn’t a suicide note although it probably read like one, given 
how bad I was feeling. But I’d known I was okay in Hull, I was safe. 
And I knew I wasn’t alright in Onley. And certainly not safe. I knew 
things had to come to a head because however big a prick that 
governor was, he had a duty to at least look like he was trying to 
keep me alive. 

And that was increasingly becoming an issue for him because I 
was refusing to eat the food they brought me. I’d no idea what might 
be in it and as far as the governor knew I was starving myself to 
death. A prisoner’s basic allowance is £12 a week but I’d had to fill 
in a form to apply for my allowance, and it took them that first week 
to process that. That meant that I’d pretty much starved for a week. 
It’s also worth saying that I should have been treated as a civil 
prisoner, not criminal, where my allowance would have been £50 a 
week, and with daily visits. 

As far as the prison staff were concerned I hadn’t eaten or drunk a 
thing and that must have started to worry the governor because the 
last thing he wanted was me collapsing and being taken to hospital. 
Refusing to eat the stuff brought to me was all I could do to protest 
my situation, to force their hand. What they didn’t know was that one 
of the other lads on the block used to leave me a packet of cereal and 
a biscuit in the shower. He was a story all on his own. 

He’d deliberately smashed up his cell in order to get sent down 
the block where he planned on serving the last three months of his 
sentence. Back on the wing he was hooked on spice which is rife in 
the prison system and he was a complete physical and mental mess. 
He was determined to get his shit together before he was released, 
because he didn’t want anyone seeing him in that state. 

At one point they tried transferring him and he pulled out a razor 
blade and threatened to slit his wrists unless they returned him to 
solitary. He’d cancelled all his visits for months so people didn’t see 
the state of him. He was good to me though and I hope things 
worked out for him. 
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After a week of me refusing food and having seen that letter the 
Onley governor must have started panicking because I was called to 
a meeting with him. He said they’d put me on a wing but I had to 
sign a form saying I agreed to have my door locked. 

I called his bluff and refused. I said put me back in solitary, 
because if I’m in general population I’ll come out of my cell, as is 
my right. He called my bluff right back at me and sent me back down 
the block. Shit, I thought. Then, a half hour later, the governor re- 
worded the letter — I would be on the wing but wouldn’t have any 
privileges, or be allowed to work or mix with other prisoners because 
of the risks involved. 

I asked, “Will I have a tv?” It was 5 o’clock and the England 
game was on the telly at 7pm. He said yes. I asked if I could move 
straight away. He said yes. Come on England! 

They locked my cell door, but at least I had a television. Result. 


Not that it was exactly happy days. There was no going to the 
canteen to eat with everyone else obviously. Instead my food was 
brought to me by a black Muslim prisoner, on a tray with my name 
on top of it, and it had been prepared by Muslim prisoners. 
Immediately the shouts started coming from my neighbours, 
laughing, asking “How’s your dinner Tommy, how’s your dinner?” 

Most inmates have mobile phones, especially the ones who are 
‘connected’ because I doubt there’s a prison in the country where the 
screws are actually in charge. During my time in Onley I watched 
from the slit in my door as a bloke was beaten with an iron bar by 
another prisoner. 

It’s not news to anyone that every drug under the sun gets 
smuggled in, so getting some rat poison to put into my food would 
be no problem at all. The bottom line was that I just couldn’t eat 
anything sent to me from the canteen. Once I got my money, I 
bought five tins of tuna, a card to send to my wife, and £5 of phone 
credit. Beyond that I just had some bits of fruit and water. 

On top of your £12 allowance, you can get another £12 on top for 
good behaviour. At least if I had that I would be able to manage 
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something like a survivable diet. But I wasn’t allowed to qualify for 
that extra allowance either. I wrote to the governor saying that at 
least if they gave me enhanced status for good behaviour, I could get 
enough food inside me to live. It wasn’t as though I was causing any 
trouble locked in my cell for all but an hour a day. 

The reply — and this tells you all you need to know about these 
people — was that they had to ‘see’ my good behaviour in order to 
approve it. And because I was locked away in my cell I couldn’t 
demonstrate good behaviour. So no. Starve, bitch. 

Between 1.30 and 2.30 I would be taken back down to the block, 
to get a shower and walk around that cage again. I still wasn’t able to 
call my family because of the timings they scheduled. Instead I was 
writing a letter home every day saying I was being mentally tortured, 
I was being denied my civil rights even as a prisoner. I knew I had 
five or six months to do, but this time I was honestly convinced I 
wasn’t going to survive it. 

When they’d moved me from Hull, that effectively cancelled my 
scheduled meeting with my lawyers. It’s part of their disruption 
tactics. It took another week to arrange the next meeting. We had 
scheduled in a two-hour session, which was our first chance to go 
through things since Marson had taken the law into his own hands. 

My meeting was in the diary for 2pm, my lawyers made sure they 
were present and correct at 1pm — and so they brought me to meet 
them at 3.15pm. Apparently I was such a security threat that they had 
to lock down the entire prison just to move me to a different room. It 
was total bollocks of course. Just more planned, deliberate 
aggravation. But it meant that we had only 45 minutes left from our 
scheduled two hours. 

My lawyers notified the prison that they were putting in for a 
Judicial Review over the treatment I was being subjected to, but the 
system has 28 days to respond and believe me, they use every minute 
and every delaying tactic they can. At the same time I’d asked to be 
allowed to go out on the field and run around during what were now 
my one-hour breaks. I have a written reply saying the prison 
authorities were going to allow it. They never did. 
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Meanwhile, every day the torture went on, living on starvation 
rations. I doubt it was a coincidence that my cell was directly 
opposite the unit which was used as a mosque on Fridays and church 
on a Sunday. Mosque apart, I had Muslims at my cell door constantly 
anyway. 

In fairness there was one lad who had been transferred from 
Brixton telling the others to leave me alone, but there was another 
who said he had a message for me from Sayful Islam — the al- 
Muhajiroun hate preacher from Luton. He delighted in telling me 
what was going to be done to my children when they found them. 
He’d apparently come to Onley from Woodhill where he was serving 
time alongside Sayful. 

Meanwhile, at every opportunity they were spitting and throwing 
shit through the cell window. Your window opened slightly at the 
sides so you could get some air in, but mine came with a serving of 
shit. Not shit as in stuff, but shit as in shit. Human shit. 

If you remember the World Cup summer of 2018, the weather 
was red hot, it was fantastic — unless you were locked in a prison cell 
that is. After two days I had to close the window and keep it closed 
because of everything that was coming through it. No one took my 
complaints seriously, obviously. 

It wasn’t as if my lawyers weren’t trying to get something done 
about it all. They requested that I be moved to a prison where the 
inmate population would better reflect my racial profile. Get this — 
the authorities replied that it would be both immoral and illegal and 
that if I mentioned the racial profile of HMP Onley again I’d be 
liable to further arrest. Unbelievable. 

A week before my appeal against the Leeds sentence was due to 
be heard, a probation officer came to see me. They’d visited our 
family home to judge its suitability given the possibility of me being 
tagged after three months and being released under a curfew from 
7pm to 7am. 

You’d think that was good news, yes? Actually no, because my 
proposed release would be subject to strict conditions. The license 
would be dependent on me accepting that I would be banned from 
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using the internet until June 2019, the full length of the 13-month 
prison sentence passed down in Leeds. So, free in one sense, but 
totally silenced. 

Has anyone failed to grasp their agenda yet? Silenced by the 
State? This was nothing to do with the supposed offence I was being 
stitched up for, it was entirely about removing me from public life. I 
would be allowed to live at home with my family but I had to agree 
to be denied the basic human right of free speech. It was a prison 
without bars, nothing more. 

I don’t actually think the initial charge of contempt that morning 
in Leeds was politically motivated. The more it was looked at, the 
clearer it became that Marson had acted completely inappropriately. 
He’d lost his temper. 

I’d obviously offended his judge’s god-like vanity. I’ll stress this 
again, from my accumulated experiences in front of these people, but 
judges are no different from you or me. They have their likes and 
dislikes, their prejudices and preferences and political leanings. They 
have a temper, probably worse than us because of their self- 
importance. The bottom line was that Marson acted improperly in all 
kinds of ways and it was pretty straightforward, as his superiors 
would later rule. 

But after that the entire case got political, I am absolutely certain 
of that. How else could it be that I was treated as a criminal and not a 
civil prisoner? 

Can any reasonable person make a case for them moving me from 
the safety of Hull to the danger of Onley? The State couldn’t deny 
my right to appeal, but when they were considering my release on 
license, someone felt it reasonable to ban me from access to the 
internet. 

Why? I wasn’t a terrorist, trying to inspire hate crimes. Who 
exactly was I a threat to? 

So, what do you think my reply to them was? What could it 
possibly be? I couldn’t accept probation conditions like that, not if 
my life depended on it. I told them to shove their deal where the sun 
doesn’t shine. 
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I didn’t cope well in Onley, I didn’t cope well at all, and the Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder I would subsequently be diagnosed with 
had me in a complete mess. By the time my family were given 
permission to come and visit me I didn’t want to see them. I was a 
nervous wreck. I had butterflies for hours beforehand because I knew 
I wasn’t well, and I knew I didn’t look good because of the starvation 
conditions. I was in bits, I felt ripped apart on the inside, because 
none of this was meant to be happening. 

I wasn’t leading the EDL any longer, I wasn’t out there causing 
trouble for anyone. I was doing a job and as much as a lot of people 
didn’t like the inconvenient truths I was telling, I was doing my best 
to be a law-abiding citizen. For nearly 10 years I’d been getting 
knocked down and kept getting back up, but by the time I was 
nearing the end of that Onley stretch I was a complete physical and 
mental wreck. 

It was everything about it, from the lack of food to the prison staff 
messing with my head at every opportunity. Four times in one week I 
didn’t even get my daily exercise. In fact every Tuesday I never got 
out of my cell because there was a visiting judge doing adjudication 
work and the prison staff were too busy dealing with that. 

I eventually got to the point where I couldn’t bring myself to 
leave my cell. I just wanted to lie on the bed. Such as I had some 
kind of break in my day it was reading the letters and postcards and 
print-outs of emails — hundreds, thousands of them — from people on 
the outside. 

That was my little ‘sanity’ regime that I got into. I was pretty 
oblivious to the ‘Free Tommy’ campaign out in the real world and 
while the messages might not have been unlocking my cell door, 
they were letting a little bit of light in. 

From 2pm to 7pm every day I’d read and read and those 
messages played the biggest possible part in keeping me going. 
People were sending me their love, cheering me on, be it a few 
words saying ‘thinking of you’ from someone from my home town, 
to a long, handwritten letter from a granny in America or Australia. 
You can’t possibly know how much all of that meant to me and I still 


170 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


have every single one, from every stretch I’ve done. There are 
enough bags and sacks to fill a room, I swear. I couldn’t possibly 
answer them all, but believe me, if you’re one of the people who 
reached out — I read your message and it helped me survive that 
place. 

It wasn’t just about the comfort I got from them either. Sure, the 
moral support was great to have, but it was also clear that I wasn’t 
the only one struggling with shit in their life. So many were letters 
and emails from people with their own struggles, people who felt 
they no longer had a voice, who were worried sick about what was 
happening to the country they’d always been so proud of. They were 
questioning what on earth the future had in store. 

When my appeal hearing eventually came to the High Court, the 
judge considered everything that had happened in Leeds Crown 
Court in a matter of minutes. You could sense instinctively that he 
knew it had been handled all wrong. At that point I wasn’t sure 
exactly how Marson had screwed up, but my lawyers were certain of 
it and it was clear the new judge, the Lord Chief Justice, Lord 
Burnett, did too. 

The appeal took place with me appearing via a video link, and 
with each passing point raised and discussed, each intervention by 
Burnett, it became clearer and clearer that I’d been dumped on from 
a great height by Marson. But even as the clock ticked on and on, 
with point after point made, I still had no faith at all that I’d be going 
home. They’d find a way to keep me banged up. 

And they did. Burnett sent me back to my cell for two more 
weeks while he thought about things. He said the procedure was full 
of holes, and as such he acknowledged that I’d been dealt with 
unfairly. 

He could have had me released on bail pending the appeal 
decision — but no, I was going nowhere except back to my cell. Even 
then Burnett left it to the very last day of his self-imposed deadline to 
come back and finally uphold my appeal. I say uphold my appeal. He 
referred it to an even higher authority because as senior as he was, he 
couldn’t make sense of the legal position. 
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You’ve heard of the concept of ‘double jeopardy’, where you 
can’t be prosecuted for the same crime twice? Think again, friends. 
In my case it seemed they could have as many goes as they liked. 

Even as that deadline Burnett gave himself approached I was 
convinced they’d find a reason to keep me banged up. And then a lad 
came banging at my door, shouting “you’re going home bruv”. I 
thought, fuck off. He said, “turn your tv on mate, it’s breaking news. 
Really. You’re going home.” 

The prospect of being kept inside again was made worse by the 
fact that my family and a bunch of friends were heading off to 
Tenerife for a holiday. It had been booked a year in advance but we 
were so convinced Id still be inside that we’d arranged for my 
mother-in-law to take my place. I switched on the television. It was 
true — ‘Tommy Robinson Freed On Appeal’. Amen. 

The first thing I did, I rang my solicitor and asked if I could leave 
the country and he said “Yes.” 

I said, “I’m going on my holidays tomorrow!” Boy, did I need it. 

Outside Onley journalists were waiting and one prick from Sky 
News, Jason Farrell, asked if I had anything to say. I replied that I’d 
lots to say, but not to those arseholes. Farrell would get his revenge 
later though. 

I'm not a big bloke, only 5ft 6ins in my socks, and I don’t carry 
much weight to start with. When they sent me home from Onley 
after 10 weeks I’d lost over 40lbs — nearly three stones. Doctors 
diagnosed me as suffering from malnutrition and dehydration, not to 
mention the PTSD. 

My head was in a complete mess too and Kev Carroll was really 
worried. He said, “When I saw you last week you looked panicked. 
I’ve watched you for years and you don’t panic. You say fuck it and 
deal with it, whatever it is. But last week you looked like you were 
losing it — and that panicked me.” 

They hadn’t manage to kill me though. 

I never slept that first night out. I did a tv interview with Tucker 
Carlson from America’s Fox network and I was just too wired to 
sleep. But I was also reading the comments of people who were 
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disturbed at how bad I looked. I hadn’t realised. I finally crashed out 
on the plane and I was gone, because the kids were having fun with 
their zombied-out dad, putting stuff in my mouth and taking photos. I 
was out for the count. 

As you’d probably expect though, someone had to try to spoil it. 

It’s a mystery what the Daily Mail was hoping to find me doing 
on my much-needed family holiday. Downing cocktails and dancing 
the night away, maybe? Hopefully with a glamorous young chick on 
my arm? Who knows? They were going to be bitterly disappointed 
though, because when I’m away with the family I don’t even drink. I 
get my sunbed, a bottle of water, soak up the sun and maybe get in 
the pool with the kids. Mr Boring. 

But I was lying by the pool one day and I noticed a bloke who 
seemed to be keeping an eye on me. It was pretty early in the day 
and something just didn’t feel right. And then he clocked me 
clocking him and turned to walk off. Well, you know me — I set off 
after him, which ended up being back to his room which was very 
conveniently close to ours. 

He was a stuttering mess, saying he was just a journalist, just 
doing his job, blah, blah, blah ...but admitting that he’d been 
sneaking around taking photos of us. 

I made him ring his boss and I asked that bloke if it was okay if I 
came and found him and took pictures of his kids? They should have 
been following Judge Marson, asking him if he regretted screwing up 
and bringing the justice system into disrepute. But no, they were 
more interested in a ‘Tommy Parties In Tenerife’ exclusive that was 
nothing of the sort. 

I told the journalist I’d meet him for a proper interview and I 
thought it would be great to get all the kids to come and drench him 
with their water pistols. But in the end I did neither. I’d had enough 
drama for the time being. 
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15 — FREE TOMMY 


Three months of the 13-month prison sentence imposed by Marson 
at Leeds was the suspended sentence from the rape trial I was 
covering in Canterbury Crown Court. In that case a teenage girl who 
had been drinking got lost and went into a kebab takeaway called the 
555 Pizza to ask for directions. She was taken upstairs and brutally 
raped by five men. The police found their DNA in every orifice. 

Now here’s food for thought, given how utterly horrific the 
allegations were. Those charges can carry a life sentence in the event 
of a guilty verdict. How on earth are men accused of something so 
serious allowed to roam the streets on bail? 

I went and visited the takeaway where they’d destroyed that girl’s 
life. They’d changed its name but it was apparently under the same 
ownership. As the court case was ongoing I went and asked people 
living nearby about the place. Had anyone seen any young girls still 
going in there, after everything that had happened? Yes, they told me. 
One had seen schoolgirls going in the joint just the day before. 

I was told that one of the accused men bolted, jumped bail and 
headed back to Afghanistan. The obvious point is that he shouldn’t 
have had the chance, because he should have been in a prison cell 
awaiting trial. The other four men would eventually be sentenced to a 
total of 49 years in prison. 

It was the same with the Huddersfield rapists. Of the 29 originally 
involved in that court case and the hundreds of years in prison they 
were eventually sentenced to, at least one did a runner back to 
Pakistan. On the day I was thrown in prison, he was allowed to go 
home, pack his suitcase and leave the country never to be seen again. 
Despite the extremely serious charges, they were all allowed out on 
bail. Why? How? They rape and traffic children and spend months 
roaming the streets at liberty. Yet I offend a touchy judge and get 
banged up in solitary for months. Answers, anyone? 

Do we just not have enough cells for them, given the scale and 
the staggering numbers involved? If so, then I think the public would 
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overwhelmingly support building more prisons. I’ve yet to hear 
anyone explain why men accused of the most horrific crimes are set 
free to flee the country, to spend time contriving a defence with their 
co-accused, or possibly even to intimidate the victims. 

Please don’t say they have strict bail conditions. How many 
police officers would it take to keep that lot under 24-hour 
surveillance, especially when we’re talking about a year and more 
before they get to court? 

When I went to Canterbury Crown Court the judge allowed the 
accused rapists to exit the building through the exit at the back of the 
building because she didn’t want to put them at ‘risk’ of encountering 
me. Really. Does anyone else get the feeling that the law’s priorities 
are a bit arse-about-face? 

After that incident at Canterbury I was dragged away in the early 
hours again by the police and taken before the judge. What I hadn’t 
understood, as ve explained, was that I couldn’t broadcast from 
court premises. I was simply stood in the wrong place. It was nothing 
to do with prejudicing the trial or misrepresenting the evidence. 

Because of that however, when I arrived at Leeds I asked police 
officers where I could stand. I co-operated with them. Judge Marson 
saw a few minutes of my live video, but he couldn’t have seen the 
steps I took to make sure I stayed on the right side of the rules. I’m 
told they’re looking at a system whereby journalists can check on 
such cases, because it certainly wasn’t available then. 

One side-effect of this process occurred to me while I was 
following the Huddersfield rape trials. On the face of things, splitting 
a trial of 29 people into three separate ones looks like a 
straightforward case of managing a huge workload. I’ve no idea if 
there’s a court in the land that could even get 29 people in the dock at 
once. As such it makes sense that evidence from trial A can’t be 
allowed to influence different jurors in trial B or C. 

However there is one direct consequence whether it’s intended or 
not and you’ll excuse me for suspecting that it’s one that plays very 
helpfully to the wider State agenda. You can have a year, two years 
of trials, that in theory should publicly expose the poison infecting so 
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many English towns and cities. The problem is that the only people 
getting to hear the full weight of the depravity, the horrors, are those 
12 men and women in the jury. The terrible detail is effectively 
hidden from public view. 

I’m sure the people managing the justice system insist it’s about 
ensuring a fair trial, but it also means that 60-odd million people are 
being prevented from understanding the full extent of the rape jihad 
being carried out against their daughters and sisters. 

What actually happens is that at the very end of the trial, finally, 
you get one day’s worth of reporting the verdicts and sentences. 
Months and months of waiting to get to court, weeks and weeks of 
evidence being given, all in a silent bubble. Then just one day to try 
wrap-up all of that. There might be some decent headlines in the 
local press, maybe a sniff of interest from the MSM, a few minutes 
on the regional tv news and that’s that. Years and years of suffering 
reduced conveniently to one day’s worth of raised eyebrows. 

What you don’t get is the full extent of how and why individual 
social workers turned their backs on the victims, of police officers 
who turned a blind eye, of the actual sordid details of how those 
children were abandoned for the sake of ‘community cohesion’. 

We are given just one opportunity to capture months and years of 
vile abuse and suffering, of ruined lives and sadistic evil. And then 
the silence falls again for however many more months, until the next 
lot get their brief 24 hours in the headlines. 

We’re left with little more than a snapshot of the cold facts and 
zero explanation of how it was allowed to happen. No insight or 
explanation into what the system’s failings were. 

Can you imagine if the reporting restrictions were different and 
you were reading about those gruesome details every day for months 
on end? I wonder if the wider public would wake up and start taking 
this rape jihad seriously then. As it is, I expect it suits everyone 
except the victims to keep it as far from the public eye as possible. 

Pd like to think that people inside the broken system would be 
finally made to feel guilty for the parts they’ve played, although on 
second thoughts maybe not. Maybe they’ve all managed to block it 
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out. Maybe they’ve all bought into the Naz Shah philosophy of 
telling the girls to keep their mouths shut for the sake of diversity. 

For now these convenient reporting restrictions ensure the real 
depth of the abuse is largely kept from us. I think I’m right in saying 
the various Huddersfield trials began in 2017 and as I understand it 
they didn’t finish entirely until early 2020. Something in this system 
is obviously not working — although it worked well enough when 
they wanted to bang me up for upsetting an idiot in a wig. 


When I was taken to Hull and initially when I’d been moved to 
Onley, I had no idea about how people were reacting to my arrest. 
When you post a video on Facebook or YouTube you can see 
however many thousands — or millions — of views they’ve had. You 
might get a ton of abuse in return, but you can actually see the reach 
your work has had. It reassures you that there are people out there 
who want to see and hear an alternative to the MSM lies. 

Seeing those numbers is evidence that people are frustrated and 
angry at having the truth hidden from them. That should surely be 
the main thing — the truths of the stories, however unpleasant, not the 
fact that it’s me exposing them. Also, when you see those numbers of 
people waking up to what’s happening, you can hope it is inspiring 
some of them to act. You hope parents will be better aware of the 
threats to their children. 

As I said, there weren’t very many people following my 
Facebook live stream from outside court in Leeds at first, but then 
they apparently exploded once my arrest went viral. After that, as I 
spent weeks in effective isolation from the rest of the world, things 
on the outside seem to have taken on a life of their own. 

It must have been my second day in Hull when that really decent 
screw, Brett, came and told me protestors were outside Downing 
Street in their thousands. I thought he was talking about the Day For 
Freedom we’d had a while before and that he must have it mixed up. 
But the next day he came back and said, “You have no idea what’s 
going on out there. The whole country is going nuts, saying ‘Free 
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Apparently on the day I was dragged off the streets on Marson’s 
orders people were pretty quickly at the gates of Downing Street. I 
heard that a sky-writing plane wrote the message ‘Free Tommy’ over 
Sydney Harbour Bridge. That particular stunt brought into my life 
one of the world’s biggest characters — for a small guy — and 
Australia’s best journalist, by a mile. 

Avi Yemini is an Aussie Arab-Jew and from the moment he flew 
over for one of our demos, I loved the guy to bits. He looks quite 
stocky, Avi — but he’s smaller than me! I said, “you’re like a man, 
only smaller!” Boy did we hit it off. He signed up to my tr.news 
business and he drove the Australian authorities absolutely round the 
bend. He still does. I'd found a mirror image of me and I consider 
Avi my soulmate. He flew over a few times to do stuff with us, but 
with all the rubbish I had going on in my life we weren’t getting the 
best out of Avi and he wasn’t realising his own potential. 

The solution was pretty obvious. Ezra Levant and Rebel Media. 

Ezra had the business and the structure behind him to take Avi to 
another level and it’s fair to say it was a match made in heaven. 
Hardly any country on earth has been as brutal to its citizens during 
the covid lockdowns as Australia and especially so in the state of 
Victoria and its capital Melbourne. Avi Yemini has faced them down 
time and again and paid a high price of his own for doing it. I don’t 
have many heroes but Avi Yemini is certainly one. Look him up. 

Meanwhile in my chaotic life a petition to get me released quickly 
got 500,000 signatures. But it was only when I was finally allowed to 
ring home that I got the news about the scale of the protests. People 
were kicking off around the world. 

The ‘Free Tommy’ campaign took on a life of its own with my 
American friends at The Middle East Forum, based in Philadelphia, 
taking a leading role. The Forum is a conservative think-tank 
founded by Daniel Pipes which promotes the right to free speech. 
They specifically defend western democracies against the aggressive 
actions of Islam. It was they who later challenged Facebook to 
provide all of my transcripts in order to prove I hadn’t committed 
any of the breaches they claimed. 
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When I was locked up by Marson, Daniel Pipes immediately 
came out and said, “We won’t rest until Tommy Robinson is free”. 
His group funded rallies in London and they paid for Republican 
Congressman Paul Gosar from Arizona to come and speak. They 
must have spent about £25,000 on that campaign and even got an 
American ambassador to raise the issue with the UK’s ambassador to 
the USA. 

Such as I fully came to understand the incredible level of support 
outside, it was when those letters and cards and emails soon started 
flooding in. 


My doctor, my GP, is a Muslim chap. A really nice bloke and I 
definitely needed his help when I got out of Onley. The thing is, I’ve 
never been one for taking pills and medicines. Don’t ask me why, it’s 
just not something I’ve ever been keen on. 

He referred me to a therapist and a psychiatrist for counselling, in 
an attempt to deal with everything I’d been through — not just 
recently, but down the years. At least it made my wife feel better, that 
I was getting expert help, but eventually I simply stopped going. It 
just wasn’t for me. 

Pd go out and see my mates when I was supposed to be on the 
psychiatrist’s couch getting in touch with my ‘inner self’. Anyway, 
do you know how much those people charge for an hour? It was 
causing me more anxiety shelling that amount of cash out! 

The holiday helped and getting back on a decent diet was literally 
a life-saver, but I knew I wasn’t in a good place. The threat of a new 
contempt trial was still hanging over us, but right then the Soldier X 
story broke and boom, suddenly everything went mad. It was 
business as usual. 

I don’t know what it is about the establishment that they have to 
keep shooting themselves in the foot, which is a decent enough pun 
given that we’re talking about the British Army. It was one more 
instance of the State playing into the hands of the increasing millions 
of people who have just had enough. And when people are finally 
moved to speak out, they really do make themselves heard. 
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If you missed the Soldier X incident, I’d stopped at a motorway 
services and was spotted by a group of young squaddies from the 
Yorkshire Regiment. Up went the ‘Oh, Tommy Tommy...’ chant and 
I ended up having a selfie taken with them. It was all harmless fun, 
or at least it was until one young recruit posted it on social media. He 
was hauled before the commanding officer and basically told he was 
being thrown out of the army. A career, a life, ruined for daring to 
have a photo taken with me. What is the world coming to? 

If I was angry, it was nothing compared to the thousands of 
current and former servicemen who were absolutely outraged. 
Overnight ‘I am Soldier X’ went viral around the world, with men 
and women posting photos declaring they were standing with Soldier 
X. Some of our service heroes even sent their medals back in disgust. 

One young soldier even dared to record an officer reading the riot 
act about anyone showing any form of support for me. Suddenly, the 
British military command realised they’d started a fight they were 
not going to win, not with bullets, not with artillery even. Not when 
they were confronted by the might of ordinary people and their 
bombardment of fury. 

We hit the road and drove to barracks around the UK where we 
were met with massive support for the campaign. It wasn’t just 
squaddies either, we were having senior officers come out and show 
opposition. I spoke to one female captain, a black lady, who was 
actually angry at the fact she was being promoted. I know, go figure. 
But as she said, she knew the army was promoting her based on her 
gender and her colour. “I’m not ready for this promotion Tommy,” 
she said. “It’s wrong what they’re doing.” But that’s the army’s 
direction of travel. Virtue signalling with the best of them. 

There was a happy ending of sorts on this occasion. I went with 
Janice Atkinson, a former UKIP MEP, to take a petition of around 
100,000 names to Downing Street in support of Soldier X. The 
police even let me walk up to the door of No.10 to deliver it. I hadn’t 
imagined that happening a few weeks before, while laying wasting 
away in my prison cell. A moral victory was achieved when that 
young man’s career was salvaged. 
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I was also coming to realise that events like Soldier X were 
starting to reach a wider public than ever we’d had in our EDL days. 
I suppose the nature of my work and the attempts to stop it are a sign 
that free speech is under fire, but I was starting to sense a change in 
public perceptions. I can’t say whether it was the Free Tommy 
campaign that prompted people to take note of what was going on, 
but I was certainly aware of a change of mood. 

There is never a shortage of occasional morons wanting to serve 
me a volley of abuse, but suddenly I could hardly walk to the end of 
a street without someone wanting to shake my hand or take a selfie. 
Attitudes were changing. Certainly faith in institutions like the BBC 
was going through the floor. People were looking beyond their usual 
horizons for news and information. 

It’s only fair to give huge credit to the power of social media in 
that respect, because it was leaving the MSM flat on the floor with 
regard to ordinary people suddenly seeking truth. 

Around that time the Football Lads Alliance movement had 
emerged as a group that meant well enough when it sprang up in 
2017. It professed to be against all extremism, but predictably got 
tarred with the ‘far right’ brush again. They got some huge numbers 
to their rallies though. 

Between its internal divisions and the massed attacks of the far- 
Left, the FLA never really went anywhere. They soon split and one 
group became the Democratic Football Lads Alliance, which kept 
that slogan of being against all forms of extremism. It didn’t prevent 
them still being tagged as far right and Islamophobic. 

I actually missed reporting on one of their big London 
demonstrations because I’d planned to go with my wife’s friends and 
their partners on a day out to the races at Ascot. It was proper posh 
and everyone was all dressed up, a nice change of scenery, a rare day 
out for us. 

Everything started well enough. In fact I might as well have been 
at a demo, such was the reaction from total strangers. There were 
nods, thumbs up, chants of ‘oh, Tommy, Tommy’ — I'll be perfectly 
honest, I was a bit embarrassed by it all. People wanted selfies 
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taking, to shake my hand, to pat my back as opposed to stab it for 
once. My wife’s friends were completely shocked by it. 

Literally, there was a queue of people at one point. It’s all very 
humbling and I imagine it can very easily go to someone’s head, but 
I try to just be polite and grateful. I’m not sure what else you can do. 
But yet again Ascot didn’t finish altogether well. I’d missed the 
London rally, but in hindsight I’d probably have had a lot less trouble 
there. 

There were about 30 of us and everything had been great. I was 
even a bit on cloud nine as we made our way back to the coach at the 
end of the day. The missus never sees me out in public generally and 
I think even she’d been shocked by how positive the public reaction 
had been. Her friends certainly seemed to be. 

My mate Doggers is a black Englishman of Ghanaian descent and 
his wife couldn’t believe it. She said, “They love you, they all love 
you — but you’re an arsehole!” I didn’t try to argue the point with her. 

We were making our way back to our bus in high spirits when this 
young bloke started trying to talk to me about Jeremy Corbyn. He 
was talking away and I replied to him sorry mate, but I’m going, I 
don’t want to talk to you. He was drunk, it was the usual bullshit, but 
he just kept banging on about Corbyn and following me, and I said to 
him four or five times, just leave me alone. 

But no, he had to get more and more mouthy, more insulting, and 
I could see where everything was heading, so I told my wife to go on 
ahead. He kept following and arguing and then stood in front of me 
at our coach door so that I couldn’t get on. I asked, then told him to 
move and I tried to get past at which point he grabbed and ripped my 
Hugo Boss blazer. The first time I’d worn it. Ffs... 

What would you do? What would anyone do? I gave a him a 
couple of slaps, he went down, and I walked away from the coach so 
that no come-backs would affect the rest of the group. 

There was another minibus of people who recognised me and 
when I explained what had happened they offered me a lift. Result? 
Not really, because sure enough that created a row when one woman 
started on about me being a racist, and then her friends started on her 
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... I thought oh no. I asked them to stop at the first petrol station we 
saw and I got off. And of course, wouldn’t you know it, I didn’t have 
any charge on my mobile phone! Battery dead. Oh man. 

At that point a bloke pulled up in a brand-new Bentley 
convertible and I asked him if I could borrow his phone. But he 
recognised me and just said jump in and rang his wife to say, “You 
won’t believe who I’ve got in the motor!” He then proceeded to drive 
me all the way home, miles and miles out of his way. 

It turned out he was a traveller and he had a young traveller kid in 
the back who'd been orphaned and he and his wife had taken the boy 
in. It was funny. I’d known traveller people growing up in Luton and 
my new mate had bought his Bentley off one of them. Small world. 
He wouldn’t even consider accepting anything from me for the petrol 
or the inconvenience. 

The rest of our group were already back from Ascot and all sitting 
in a restaurant when suddenly I pulled up with my brand new pal in 
his Bentley! Talk about highs and lows in quick succession, because 
the next thing we knew a video of my encounter with the young 
drunk was everywhere. There was I, enjoying a nice, ordinary day 
out with family and friends, and boom, suddenly I’m on somebody’s 
phone throwing a punch. Straight away there was a storm of 
predictable hate pieces all over the media, and naturally they had 
zero interest in what had actually happened. 

All that I needed right then was another knock on the door from 
the police in the early hours, so I went and handed myself in at 
Milton Keynes police station to try to get ahead of things. In the 
event I didn’t need to. Rather than handcuffs, what I actually got was 
a message from the drunk’s mates because they were gutted about 
what had happened. 

They said he was just a bit of a left-wing prick, full of booze, but 
he wasn’t a bad lad at heart. They gave me his number so I rang him 
— and you won’t believe it, but he couldn’t even remember what had 
happened. Like me, he didn’t want any of the attention either and 
said he had no intention of pressing charges. He ruined my Hugo 
Boss blazer though. I really liked that jacket. 
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Still, I had a bit of a last laugh. A while later he was due to get 
married and his pals asked me if I’d record a video clip to play 
during the best man’s speech. I said “Alright mate, tonight you’re 
punching — she’s beautiful! You weren’t punching the last time I saw 
you. I'll see you in a couple of hours...” 

No, of course I didn’t turn up at his wedding. It was just a laugh. 

Ascot might have turned into a bit of an unnecessary drama, but 
the impression those crowds made was something else. It was a real 
boost because I’d had years of being hated and spat on and abused at 
every turn. Sure, you get cheered when you’re at a demo, but those 
are ‘your’ people who are all there in the same cause. 

These were ordinary members of the public and I really hadn’t 
realised just how widely our message was spreading. So when 
someone asks me for a photo now, of course I will pose with them — 
because all too often that used to be a punch on the nose I was 
getting. All those years of MSM abuse and lies and for the first time I 
could see first-hand that they were losing. The public don’t believe or 
trust them any longer. 
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16 — A NEW LINE OF ATTACK 


The media certainly played a part in the next wave of ‘get Tommy’ 
activity in the summer of 2019 and before my date back at the Old 
Bailey on the contempt charge. The BBC used to be renowned the 
world over for its honesty and integrity, for being a voice of truth. 
Now it’s a blatant left-wing propaganda machine, no better than what 
you find in dictatorships. The BBC aren’t alone though, because 
Channel 4 and Sky are just as bad. 

I agreed to do a Sky news interview with the reporter Jason 
Farrell, who I’d spoken to on my release from Onley. That really 
stands out as a dirty trick on an entirely new level. Thankfully, I had 
the entire meeting filmed separately because of stitch-ups in the past. 
The session with Farrell was about an hour long but when it aired 
they’d edited it down to just a few minutes. 

Talk about a hatchet job. Sky’s editors actually went to the 
lengths of editing my answer to one question and attaching it to 
another. They then put a supposed quote in headlines saying “Tommy 
Robinson says I don’t care if I incite fear’. Those were not the words 
I used, nor the context of what we’d been discussing. 

We’d been talking about a Dutch educational video called Lover 
Boys that was played in schools there, but it was banned in the UK. 
It was about Moroccan men grooming young girls. I said I didn’t 
mind if the video incites fear so long as it gets the message across 
and protects children. They changed ‘it incites’ to ‘I incite’. It had 
been referring to the grooming gang facts we were exposing, not me 
trying to personally terrify people. Disgraceful, truly disgraceful. 

Sky didn’t get entirely away with it, because it became one of 
Ofcom’s most complained about programmes of the past 10 years — 
almost 3,000 people were completely pissed off. And the outcome? 
Nothing. No action taken at all. Id ask how these so-called 
professionals sleep at night with that rubbish on their conscience, 
except maybe they’re as rotten inside as all those people who 
enabled a generation of rape gangs. 
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If there has been a single positive, or even balanced, article or 
report written about me since one notable instance in 2015 then I’ve 
not seen it. On that occasion it was only because I took the Mail on 
Sunday direct evidence of the corruption of would be-Conservative 
MP Afzal Amin. As soon as they’d milked the benefits of that 
exclusive and exposed Amin just before the impending General 
Election, it was back to business as usual where I was concerned. 

Expecting a fair right-of-reply before they print total rubbish 
would be a start, but I’m not holding my breath. When the Daily Star 
printed an ‘exclusive’ that I’d been beaten up by an old man in HMP 
Belmarsh, the fact was that I hadn’t seen anyone except prison staff 
and Ross Kemp, who visited me as part of a documentary he was 
doing. 

The stuff was completely invented. Their imaginary witness had 
me bullying old people inside and getting put in my place by this 
senior citizen. Where do they dream this stuff up? No wonder the 
circulation of British newspapers is going through the floor. On that 
occasion it was a rare and pleasant surprise when the Daily Star was 
finally forced to carry an apology over the Belmarsh bullshit. 

During the spring and summer of 2019 I knew the contempt thing 
was still in the background, but for long enough I was daft enough to 
imagine it had just gone away. I was to get a nasty surprise there, but 
it wasn’t foremost in my worries at that time. Behind the scenes the 
BBC were lining up their big guns for what I’m sure they thought 
would be a knockout blow. 

As Rebel’s Ezra Levant said after the Sky hate-piece, “Tommy, 
Tommy, Tommy ... what do you expect? And why do you keep 
falling for it?” As I said to Ezra then and still would, I can’t help it, 
it’s part of my nature to trust people. To actually believe that they are 
honest and capable of producing responsible journalism with the 
same level of honesty and curiosity that I try to bring to it. Who’d 
have thought, me lecturing Sky and the BBC on ethics and 
standards? More fool me, I suppose. 

But that wasn’t everything, far from it. A whole new front was 
being opened by a particularly unpleasant friend of some of the UK’s 
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most notorious terrorists. Mohammed Tasnime Akunjee is a 
publicity-seeking solicitor you will probably have seen being 
interviewed here and there on television. Where he’s concerned, my 
view is that no traitor to Britain is too nasty for him to represent. 

I find it difficult to think otherwise, given that Akunjee 
represented Lee Rigby’s killer. He even tried to blame Michael 
Adebolajo’s crime on the British security services. Akunjee also 
represented the teenage ‘jihadi brides’ who fled to Syria, plus 
Shamima Begum, who suddenly decided she missed her British 
home comforts once her jihadi warrior husband was blown to bits. 

This incident speaks to the story at the beginning of this book, the 
libel trial brought by representatives of Jamal Hijazi, but how it came 
about deserves telling in itself. This is what ultimately led to my 
divorce. 

Akunjee and his lawyer associate Farooq Bajwa had made me the 
very generous ‘offer’ of paying them £50,000 to drop the libel case. 
Pd declined. They’d actually already served the legal papers when 
they decided to top it off with a cynical publicity stunt. They got 
some outfit called Resisting Hate to record the incident, but it was 
Akunjee and Bajwa who recruited a complete internet madman and 
Antifa activist, a bloke known on social media as Dick Coughlan. 

They got Coughlan — who has made a few videos threatening 
violence against me and my family — to serve the writ to me 
personally. They gave him and a bunch of left-wing media hangers- 
on our home address and this lot descended on my wife and kids, all 
masked up, accompanied by a pit-bull dog, with the whole circus 
being live-streamed. 

The thing is, I was out of the country. I’d been receiving a 
Freedom Prize in Finland and when we landed my phone was going 
mad with panicked calls from the kids. Because this stunt was being 
live-streamed, my wife was getting hysterical calls from friends 
telling her that Antifa thugs were on their way to our house. 

That didn’t sound exactly far-fetched, because police had visited a 
few weeks before saying they had evidence via Edinburgh police that 
Antifa radicals were buying firearms with the intent of killing me. 
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On the day of Akunjee and friends’ stunt, my wife got the kids 
inside and made them hide upstairs. Fair play to the police, they 
arrived on the scene very quickly. 

So much for our quiet life in our new family home, away from the 
limelight. These people had deliberately filmed the name of our 
street, knowing they were endangering a woman and children who 
hadn’t done a thing to them, who hadn’t done a thing to anyone. As 
soon as I got home I took the kids to my mum’s. They were 
distraught, in a terrible state. And that was the end of living in their 
‘forever home’. 

Just to put in context the effect this kind of stuff has on children, 
my son had had just six negatives on his school report in the seven 
months up to then. In the period following he had 39 negatives. His 
big sister had had just one negative in that period and 44 in the 
ensuing months. That’s what these people are happy to do in 
damaging and disrupting children’s lives. 

One of the men who helped organise the stunt was another Antifa 
mug Mike Stuchbery and he only lived about 10 minutes from me. 
Stuchbery describes himself as a journalist, teacher and historian, but 
by most accounts he appears to live in a fantasy world of his own. I 
decided it was time to bring him back down to earth so I went round 
to his house at 9pm for a chat, to ask what he thought he was doing, 
and straight away he called the police. 

I returned early the next morning but true to form, and not having 
a mob to hide behind, he completely shit himself — although I was 
only asking him what he thought he’d been doing. 

Sure enough within minutes it was all over the MSM that Tommy 
Robinson was terrorising a ‘journalist’ in his home. I had that red- 
headed prick Coughlan putting out posts threatening to kill my kids 
and there wasn’t a thing said about that, but I went round to have a 
word with one of them and suddenly I was terrorising a so-called 
journalist. 

That completely discredited fantasist of an ex-MP Tom Watson 
was quick on his feet in Parliament blasting my so-called attack on 
an innocent man. Watson was Labour, but he and a senior Tory 
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minister then used that as an excuse to write to YouTube demanding 
they take me down. 

Some while later Stuchbery apparently ‘fled’ to Germany and 
began trying to sue me for driving him out of the country. You really 
couldn’t make this shit up. I haven’t heard anything about that for a 
long time though. 

To finish that episode off, my wife took legal action against 
Farooq Bajwa’s legal firm and complained to the Solicitors’ 
Regulatory Authority about their behaviour. It took nearly two years 
for the authorities to wash their hands clean of that shit. Bajwa got 
out of it by shutting down his law firm and saying he had moved to 
Pakistan, with the libel case being handed on to Burlingtons Legal in 
London. 

All of that said, months later Bajwa appeared on Burlingtons’ 
website as a consultant, and despite telling the authorities he was no 
longer involved in the libel case, I’ve got a legal document signed by 
him — months after he’d said he was out of that game. Those people 
look after their own, if you hadn’t noticed. In the end the whole of 
Bajwa’s staff simply merged into Burlingtons. 

Meanwhile it rapidly became clear that the pressure being applied 
wasn’t just from this boy Hijazi’s lawyers, because the gang that 
turned up at my house definitely included a Guardian journalist. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if the BBC’s John Sweeney was with them too, 
more of whom shortly. I can’t be sure. The morning after I’d visited 
Stuchbery a pal of mine was out running — in the middle of nowhere 
— and he came across Stuchbery and Sweeney out in the fields having 
a chat. He was on the ball enough to grab a pic and send it to me, so I 
posted a photo of them together. 

The other joker, Coughlan, is a seriously troubled individual so 
you have to take it seriously when he posts a message saying, 
“Tommy — I’m going to mince your fucking kids mate.” My wife 
complained to the police but nothing was done about it, if you can 
believe that. 

The more I’ve thought about it, the more I suspected someone 
was trying to provoke me into a reaction. You can imagine my frame 


189 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


of mind, given what we’d been put through. I wanted to confront this 
character and within 48 hours I knew everything about him, name, 
address, the lot. For once though, I didn’t let myself get drawn 
deeper into it. 

It also happened that around this time I was at home and noticed a 
van parked on the side of the road along from us, and this was not 
the kind of road you just ‘happened’ to wander into. I went and had a 
word and the driver claimed to be a plumber on his break. He didn’t 
look like a plumber though, especially wearing what was obviously a 
wig and neither was a van with tinted rear windows what you’d 
expect a plumber to be driving. 

When I asked him which house he was plumbing he knew he was 
busted, and that was for sure when I went and opened the back door 
— the vehicle was full of surveillance equipment. I was screaming 
that they were trying to set me up. 

The driver flashed his warrant card at me before he and his pal did 
a swift u-turn and bolted. Were they listening in, hoping to catch me 
saying something incriminating in my own home? I don’t know. [ll 
never know. But I know the number plate on that van did not belong 
to a registered vehicle. The pressure was coming down, from all 
angles. 

We spent the next six weeks or so sofa surfing at both our 
parents’ houses, then trying to find somewhere to rent. The problem 
is no one will rent a property to me. We found a lovely place and it 
was all looking good until they did a background check on my wife, 
linked her to me and declined. It took us a while to find somewhere. 
My family are still renting. So am I. 

We sold the ‘dream’ home, though it took a really long time and 
eventually went for much less than it was worth. 
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17 — PANODRAMA 


Despite the fact that I too often fall for the mainstream media’s dirty 
tricks, it isn’t because I’m personally desperate for the limelight. It’s 
more that I keep believing it’s too good an opportunity to spread a 
valuable message, whatever stunt they try to pull. If there’s one 
consolation, I suppose it’s that at least more people get to see them 
for what they are. 

Live interviews aren’t so bad, the Piers Morgan one being a good 
example. You have an element of control in those situations, even if 
you know they’re going to try to ambush you with loaded questions 
and outrageous accusations. But at least you don’t get edited to 
death. And as with the Sky and Jason Farrell situation, they think 
they’re stitching me up, but I’m also on a mission to expose their lies 
and dirty tricks. 

I’ve lost count of the times I’ve walked into these traps, but when 
I had to go head to head with the might of the BBC and its ‘gold- 
standard’ news programme, Panorama, I think it’s fair to say there 
was only one winner. And it most certainly was not the Beeb. 

At the time Judge Geoffrey Marson ordered that mob of police 
officers to drag me off the precinct outside Leeds Crown Court, it 
brought a sudden halt to my journalism. Our small team had been 
hurtling around the country covering all kinds of stories but that 
came to a sudden halt. 

By the time of the contempt sentence, I hadn’t been in prison for a 
few years. I was almost starting to think of myself as an upstanding 
citizen. There had been a falling out with Lucy Brown though, one of 
our small team alongside Caolan and George, and a bad-tempered 
split at that. That doesn’t mean I wasn’t massively grateful for the 
stand she took when the State next decided to try bring me down, 
this time probably once and for all. 

The split with Lucy came out of our Day For Freedom march and 
rally in central London in May 2018. It was a major coming-together 
of people the establishment was and is continually trying to silence. 
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These were brave, outspoken people like Raheem Kassan of 
Breitbart, his former colleague Milo Yiannopoulos, UKIP’s Gerard 
Batten, and For Britain’s Anne-Marie Waters. They all spoke at the 
event while Canadian journalists Gavin McInnes and Lauren 
Southern were both meant to join us. Lauren had to speak via video 
link after she was denied entry to the UK. 

All of this grew out of the Home Office’s refusal to let Austrian 
activist Martin Sellner into the country to make a speech at our 
world-famous Speaker’s Corner. His American girlfriend and now 
wife Brittany Pettibone was also refused entry to the UK. That’s your 
celebrated British freedom of speech, thrown in the nearest bin, right 
there. They were detained and eventually deported, but when they 
landed back in Vienna I was already there waiting with my crew. 

Their supporters were also waiting, singing a freedom song and it 
was an inspiring scene. Martin Sellner is a proper, stand-up guy with 
great values and I was mightily impressed by him. After that meeting 
I volunteered to go and read Martin’s speech on his behalf and the 
following Saturday we headed to Speaker’s Corner to complete his 
job. There was a fantastic turnout and I suspect the publicity 
surrounding their expulsion meant Martin’s words reached a bigger 
audience than if he’d just been allowed to come and deliver the 
speech himself. 

Building on that we organised the Day For Freedom and I sent 
Caolan off to America and Europe to record interviews with free 
speech activists like Stefan Molyneux, Gavin McInnes, Alex Jones, 
plus Brittany and Martin of course. The point of the event was that 
while all kinds of anti-western extremist voices could be freely heard 
in the UK, there was no platform for people speaking up on the 
uncomfortable truths we were highlighting. 

For some reason Lucy thought it would be a bright idea to bring 
along Ali Dawah, the trouble-making YouTuber who had previously 
turned up at my mum’s former house making threats. I’d told her, no 
way. I know Caolan and George agreed with Lucy. 

Pd become more and more aware of a basic difference between 
us. I can’t say I’ve ever been hung up on ‘class’ things. I’m a 
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working-class bloke, that’s what my background and upbringing is, 
but so what? I suppose they fell into our typical British ‘middle- 
class’ category, but as time went on, I was noticing differences in 
attitudes between us. 

I’m not sure if it was unwillingness on their part, or just an 
inability to understand a lot of the anger and frustration felt by 
people like me. The anger and frustration of people from a part of 
society who were the likely victims of crime, whether that be drug- 
dealing, grooming gangs, knife crime, whatever. It wasn’t something 
they’d been brought up understanding, certainly not from personal 
experience. 

In the 10 years since the EDL was born, much had changed in the 
support we now attracted. A growing body of people of all 
backgrounds and social classes were standing up and expressing 
concern at mass immigration, at the grooming gangs, at the public 
shaming of anyone displaying pride in being British. 

That said, and as welcome as that change was, most of the people 
I’ve been able to get out on the streets over the years have been from 
those less privileged backgrounds. Yet here was Lucy with her best 
‘liberal free-speech’ hat on, wanting to ask them to listen to Ali 
Dawah. This was a bloke who hates our supporters’ guts with all his 
soul. He devotes his life to promoting Islam at its radical, hateful 
worst. This is a man who believes the age of consent should be when 
a child reaches puberty. A man who believes apostates should be 
killed. 

I understood her basic point — it’s free-speech or it’s not. And in 
one way it was typical of what was happening to our small group. 
Increasingly I felt that they were trying to edge me away from my 
support base. They wanted me to dress smarter, for instance, but 
sorry, that just wasn’t me. I won’t say they looked down on some of 
our supporters, and certainly not Lucy, but occasionally I’d remind 
them that a lot of these ‘working-class’ people were earning a lot 
more money than them. Every now and again they’d correct my 
speech, my grammar and share a quiet laugh amongst themselves. 
You can imagine how that was winding me up. 
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I told Lucy to give me Ali Dawah’s phone number — if he wanted 
to come, let him make a public apology about terrorising my mum 
and all the other people he’d attacked. You could see where it might 
be a propaganda win for us in theory, in making the point that we 
were willing to share a platform with people we disagreed with, to 
claim a bit of the moral high ground. But really, what was the point 
of that? Because people like Ali Dawah would never in a million 
years share their stage with me, or anyone like me. 

More importantly, where was the win for us? If we made that 
noble ‘free-speech’ gesture, would the MSM give us credit for it? 
You know they wouldn’t. The potential losses were obvious enough. 
Would Dawah be reasonable or use the opportunity to sabotage our 
event? You know the answer to that too. Meanwhile, what about our 
core supporters? Would we risk alienating them by bringing this 
hater on stage to insult them? I was pretty sure that we would. 

They thought they knew better though. Maybe there was even a 
sense that this was their gig just as much as it was mine. 

But it didn’t really matter who thought what because I’d assured 
people Dawah was not coming and that was that. End of story. The 
bottom line was that the State banned us from expressing our right to 
free speech, while giving it to extremists like Dawah, Abu Hamza 
and Anjem Choudary. That was the point of the whole event, not 
allowing a hate preacher to grandstand. 

And then, when I was actually up on the stage in Whitehall, they 
ambushed me with the news that Ali Dawah would be arriving any 
minute. 

And sure enough there he was, accompanied by a character called 
Mohammed Hijab, a Mixed Martial Arts fighter. This goon actually 
turned up wearing a gum-shield, making the message pretty clear 
that he was ready to mix things up. He’d come ready to fight. Hijab 
had previously challenged me to a ‘charity’ fight by the way — all 6ft 
Tins of him against 5ft 6ins of me. I figure that says a lot about the 
bloke, but there you go. 

If there had been one public confrontation on our Day For 
Freedom it would have ruined everything. You could picture every 
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negative headline, because it happens every time. Once a couple of 
punches are thrown, it’s portrayed as a full-blown riot and it’s always 
us to blame. I was working so hard to get away from that image, but 
that’s how naive some of the guys were. 

Dawah and Hijab were round back of the stage arguing with some 
of our supporters and trying to stir things up, but before it could turn 
nasty the police pulled them away. I was furious at the blatant 
attempt to undermine me, to risk ruining everything. That was the 
end of mine and Lucy’s working relationship. 

Flash forward a year and I was out of HMP Onley pending my 
appeal when I heard from Lucy for the first time since our fall-out. 
She’d been contacted by the far-Left activists at the laughingly-titled 
Hope Not Hate group, Nick Lowles, Joe Mulhall and their gang. 
They told her they were steering a BBC Panorama project aimed at 
destroying me and obviously they assumed that after our split she 
had an axe to grind. The Panorama producers then contacted her, 
again aware of our fall out, hoping she’d collaborate with them. 

I went to see Lucy and she told me straight out that she wouldn’t 
co-operate, but that they were fishing around for anyone who might 
dish any kind of dirt. I have to admit that I was extremely worried at 
this point, because this was the State’s biggest media attack dog 
coming for me. It apparently all started while I was in HMP Onley 
and the Free Tommy stuff went into orbit. Someone decided it was 
time to put an end to the growing public love affair. 

What happened next led to the complete discrediting of the 
BBC’s supposedly flagship investigative news programme. It also 
saw the ruin of John Sweeney, who fancied himself as the BBC’s 
journalistic top dog. 

While I was with Lucy I went on a website that appears to send 
text messages from a particular mobile phone number. I wanted to 
show her how easy it is to falsify so-called ‘evidence’ against people. 
I also wanted to see if Panorama properly investigate things, or just 
run with whatever suits their agenda. Lucy sent a text to herself from 
a computer, but it looked like it had come from my phone. It read 
something like, “If you have got anything to do with Panorama I will 
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bury you, you bitch.” I suggested that she record her ‘interview’ with 
Panorama, to see what they’d got, but I’d have fully understood if 
she’d refused. It’s one thing me fronting up to someone with hidden 
cameras, it’s quite something else for a young woman who doesn’t 
need to be putting herself in that position. That takes some nerve, so 
hats off to you girl. 

She met Sweeney initially in Cambridge and reported back that 
they were really gunning for me. She’d told him yes, she had 
recordings of some of my bad behaviour. One of their lines of 
inquiry was to hopefully show that I did drugs. Upon hearing that my 
first idea was to film images of me snorting something, but with a 
‘Fuck Panorama’ big reveal if they went ahead and used it. 

That bright idea didn’t last long for a couple of reasons, the first 
being what my kids would think if the BBC fell for the stunt. If 
Panorama actually aired that and the newspapers were full of the 
predictable headlines, me exposing the truth would get no traction at 
all. Meanwhile I’d already be damned by the lies, the damage done. 

It wasn’t just Hope Not Hate and Panorama going for me either. 
Lucy said a senior reporter from The Sunday Times had offered her a 
substantial sum of money if she’d say I was a Harvey Weinstein-type 
character, a sexual predator. She had a solicitor write to him in case 
he used anything she might have said out of context. In the 
meantime, we made plans to turn the tables on Sweeney, Panorama 
and the entire BBC establishment. 

This was going on in the period between my arrest at Leeds and 
the eventual re-trial at the Old Bailey. While I’d been imprisoned at 
Hull and Onley, Caolan and George seemed to have just disappeared 
off the radar. They’d stopped doing anything for our website, work- 
wise, which I thought strange at the time. But then my solicitor said 
she’d met up with them over a particular matter and they both 
seemed very nervous to her, for no obvious reason. 

In Onley I tried to get the prison staff to put their numbers on my 
approved phone list so I could call them, but they wouldn’t. In the 
end my wife put her phone on divert to Caolan’s number so I rang 
her and got straight through to him. I don’t wonder they were 
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keeping a low profile. It all came spilling out when I got out of 
prison. The first weekend I was locked up it seems they went to a 
party with Hope Not Hate’s premier propagandist Joe Mulhall. That 
weekend they had my bank card and my wife told me they’d blown 
£2,000 on it. She blocked the card. 

They’d already left Rebel Media before me, after one too many 
fall-outs with Ezra Levant. Ezra had had enough and sacked them, 
which was a bitch for them because they’d just taken out a lease on a 
four-bedroomed house, complete with fully kitted-out tv studio. 

Once I left Rebel I got them back on board with me, but it 
eventually emerged that they’d been quietly feeding information to 
Hope Not Hate and various left-wing media figures. They said it was 
due to being pissed off with Ezra, but it was also a betrayal of me. 
And now Mulhall and friends were putting the squeeze on them in 
order to bring me down. 

It hadn’t been all plain sailing for us as a crew anyway. My cousin 
Kev Carroll used to travel on a lot of the jobs with us and he’d been 
getting increasingly impatient with some of their bullshit. In the end 
they refused to work with him. I needed them though, and it’s a 
measure of the man Kev is that he waved it off. “It’s the cause Tom,” 
he said, “all about the cause.” It must have hurt him though. 

When I finally got out of Onley and met up with Caolan he was in 
a right state. He said, “You’ve no idea what’s coming your way”. I 
could guess. He was a bit vague on detail, but basically he said that 
he and George had been threatened with being brought down with 
me, unless they co-operated. 

Caolan even stunned me with an allegation that he’d been 
sexually assaulted by someone associated with Hope Not Hate, 
during the period they were being ‘recruited’. There was no way he 
was ever going to take that to the police, but he certainly made the 
allegation to me. And yes, of course I have it recorded, just in case he 
has a sudden ‘change of mind’. 

I'd always felt a little bit sorry for Caolan and George. I still think 
fondly of George, but he’s almost as troubled an individual as 
Caolan. For starters, he decided in his early teens that he was 
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switching genders. He presented as female for a while, before 
switching back. He’d been through the full hormone treatment as a 
young teen, but woke up one day to realise what was really going on 
— he was gay, that was all. 

Not a woman in a bloke’s body, but just a confused young gay 
lad. These days he has pretty strong views about young people being 
encouraged to transition, but it’s too late for him in one regard — he 
has to strap in his tits when he’s going out as a gay man. 

Some while later I howled laughing after finding a Channel 4 
documentary featuring both of them, but mostly 19-year-old Caolan 
camping it up as a supposed ‘social-media influencer’. 

He made a complete idiot of himself for the cameras. He was 
prancing about being photographed swigging champagne in posh 
hotels, cosying up to ‘celebrities’ and basically anyone with money. 
He was boasting that he didn’t care about the debts he was running 
up, and was proud of “spending other people’s money”. 

He was pretty good at that it seemed. When I got out of Onley my 
accountant alerted me that £20,000-worth of bitcoin had somehow 
‘disappeared’. When I confronted them about it, they claimed it had 
been payment for freelance work they’d done independent of me. I 
checked and I can’t say for certain where or how that money came 
from or went to, but I know how many people had access to it. I also 
know that I couldn’t perform that kind of disappearing act from 
inside a prison cell. 

Caolan had no family that I ever heard him speak of and he had 
something of the ‘victim’ about him. I always sensed he’d been a 
troubled teenager, something he never really got over. The pair of 
them had done some great work with me though. I mean, I’d put 
them in some quite hair-raising situations as I went gung-ho here, 
there and everywhere — but we were now in completely different 
territory. I thought I’d been more than fair with them but now things 
were coming to a head. 

Apart from the questions about some of the business’s finances 
and their spending, my suspicions then went through the roof. I 
needed a camera returning and arranged to meet Caolan in London to 
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get it. We ended up having a few drinks but when I woke up the next 
day I didn’t have the camera. I even had to ring him to remind me of 
the name of the Westminster pub we’d been in. I told him I was 
going straight back to get it. 

When I walked into the pub I noticed a young bloke wearing a flat 
cap. It was a bit of a football fashion thing, but this feller looked 
straight through me. There was no sign that he recognised me 
whatsoever. I got the camera, flagged down a black cab outside and 
was on my way to meet some people when I got a call from home. I 
literally had the cabbie throw a u-turn and take me back to King’s 
Cross station. 

I headed straight for my train and thought no more about 
anything. Except that when I get to my station I usually walk down 
to the back of the train to get off close to the station exit — and who 
did I see but the bloke with the flat cap from the pub. I’d been 
followed and only one person knew where I was going. 

But the big mistake Caolan made was that he’d previously 
accessed his emails from a laptop he used but I owned — and every 
day emails were still dropping in. I’m no IT expert but I didn’t have 
to be, because there it all was, including details of him meeting Hope 
Not Hate’s Nick Lowles, who probably considers me Public Enemy 
no.1. 

I didn’t let Caolan know that I had his emails when I rang him 
and called his bluff. Instead I said he must have thought I was really 
stupid if he didn’t expect me to have sources inside Hope Not Hate. I 
said I knew exactly what was going on. He blurted out, “I’m sorry, 
I’m sorry.” And then it all came out. 

They’d been having me followed, even going into a Bletchley gay 
club, Pink Punters, with my Jewish Aussie pal and fellow 
campaigner Avi Yemini. If they wanted to find me cheating on the 
missus it wouldn’t be there, but the fact is that gay bars are the one 
place where I’m not likely to meet groups of Muslims or drunken 
idiots. 

Caolan claimed that Hope Not Hate had set up what was 
supposed to look like an ‘undercover’ recording of him saying shit 
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about me, but when he went outside he found Panorama producers 
hanging about. He said Lowles told him, “Do you want to be in even 
more trouble? Get back in there and spill the beans.” 

Caolan was just weak, basically, a nice lad who found himself out 
of his depth. But when push came to shove, he stood firm and 
refused to play ball with Panorama. Lucy Brown and I however had 
our own plans for dealing with those people. 


I ask you: Should the BBC be collaborating with a politically 
extreme group like Hope Not Hate in the first place? With any 
extremist group? I don’t know what the BBC’s charter says about 
that, except that I suspect even the BBC draws a line at bribing or 
intimidating witnesses. An angry, agenda-driven organisation like 
Hope Not Hate however has no such boundaries or morals. It 
wouldn’t surprise me to discover there’s a lot of State influence 
behind them and not a little financial backing. 

Certainly Caolan and George were either impressed or terrified by 
the strings these people seemed able to pull. They had me in their 
sights, but I wasn’t without friends by this time. A million people 
around the world had signed petitions to set me free and prominent 
international politicians were speaking out on my behalf. That in 
itself was obviously pissing the entire establishment right off. The 
natural next step was for them to find something to discredit me once 
and for all. To turn both my old and new friends against me. 

Step forward their caped crusader, Panorama’s John Sweeney, 
who took little Lucy Brown to lunch to get her pissed and explain 
how she could have her revenge on that mug Robinson. 

If you haven’t seen the full ‘Panodrama’ documentary, it’s worth 
a watch. My website trnews was a victim of my bankruptcy 
proceedings, but we’re working on reviving everything to keep all 
the films and videos alive. 

You'll either cringe or howl laughing at how Sweeney makes a 
complete and utter arse of himself. There he is, shovelling copious 
amounts of booze down his neck by way of trying to impress Lucy. 
It’s cocktails to start with, expensive bottles of wine throughout 
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lunch, flaming sambucas to finish ... Lucy’s recording has him bang 
to rights, pissed as a parrot. 

And what do viewers get out of this clown’s mouth over one 
boozy lunch? Nasty, mean, bigoted, racist, homophobic and sexist 
shit. A torrent of it. He mocks a working-class northern journalist 
who was a guest on the BBC’s Newsnight as being “like a creature 
from outer space”. He is deliberately insulting towards their eastern 
European waitress, thinking that he’s actually being funny. All of it 
faithfully recorded in sound and vision. 

Any single one of Sweeney’s outrageous comments ought to have 
been enough for the BBC to disown him. But when he suggested to 
Lucy that an argument she’d had with me could be edited to make it 
sound like it was sexually-oriented, he was done. Finished. Lucy 
Brown played a blinder that day as Sweeney dug himself a hole in 
the ground and just kept shovelling deeper with every drink — all 
paid for I’m sure by BBC tv licence-payers. 

Panorama however still thought they had me nailed. Next up they 
sent a courier with an invitation for me to be interviewed for a right 
of reply. The rest of my plan had to happen very quickly. I rented a 
big room at a hotel I’ve used before and told Sweeney I was scared 
to go to London and that any meeting had to be there, the next day at 
noon. Sweeney said, “We’ll be there, we’ll be there!” 

I said that I didn’t trust the BBC and that I wanted my own 
cameraman present to record the entire proceedings too. I wanted to 
make sure they couldn’t doctor things as had happened so many 
times before. Yes, of course they said, anything ... they were 
smelling blood. They didn’t know whose though. 

When I walked into the room the full BBC production team was 
already there, but obviously we’d been there earlier in the day setting 
things up. We were all ready to go. The tables were being turned. 

Before they could get started, I asked Sweeney if he and the BBC 
would ever collaborate with an organisation like Hope Not Hate? 
Would they recruit a group whose biggest mission in its miserable 
existence was to destroy me? He said of course they wouldn’t. 
Famous last words. 
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I just said, “Press play” and the big screen on the wall behind me 
sprang to life. It was the real John Sweeney, BBC and Hope Not 
Hate revealed in their true colours. I didn’t even turn around to watch 
it. I never took my eyes off his stunned face. Press play, press play 
... clip after clip of Sweeney’s public humiliation. And when it was 
finished I just turned and walked out. 

My lad on the camera recording the entire scene reported back: 
“No one said a word. When you went out, the staff just packed up 
and left and no one said a thing. The producers and Sweeney just 
stood staring into space.” 

There was a great image in our documentary of the producers 
unable to look at the big screen, just sitting with their heads in their 
hands. In hindsight I should have sold it to a streaming company. It 
should have been on Netflix, it was that good. 

I sent the BBC a legal letter warning them what would happen if 
they continued with their plan to destroy my life and livelihood. As if 
the footage of Sweeney wasn’t bad enough, they didn’t know what 
else we might have — and we did by the way. Stuff every bit as bad as 
we’d already aired, but safe for a rainy day. 

But it wasn’t good enough just shutting the BBC and Panorama 
up — we had to find a way of showing the world exactly how these 
people operate. 

The next week was absolutely manic as we prepared to air 
Panodrama live, in public — and where better than in front of the 
BBC’s new Manchester HQ at Salford Quays? Our video editor 
might have grabbed a couple of hours sleep a night for the next seven 
days as we got ready for the big reveal. 

It was manic, frantic, but we got there — and then on the morning 
of the rally, while we were all in our hotel, there was a problem. The 
video wouldn’t load. The finished film wouldn’t render. We’ve done 
loads of videos, they always uploaded! By noon I was a nervous 
wreck, nearly in tears. We were starting at 1pm. 

I was meant to be there to set up the lorry with the big screen — 
we’d hired the biggest available in the UK — plus the stage. I was 
getting phone calls demanding “where are you, where are you?” I 
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was laying down having a panic attack, is where I was. I put some 
music on and Bob Marley started singing “Every little ting’s gonna 
be alright.” I wasn’t so sure. Sure? I was shitting myself. 

We sent someone out to buy a brand-new computer, while I was 
worrying that ‘they’ had done something, infected our software or 
the computer somehow. At times like that all conspiracy theories are 
up for grabs. I went to the demo despite us still having no video and 
we put on the singer plus some other speakers for the crowd. I even 
played a bit of my wedding video just to stall. Then 45 minutes later 
the guys rang. It’s rendered. 

I’ve never known stress like it ... and then the truck operators 
said we needed to render it to their system! Nooo! I said, just plug 
our laptop in, press play. And it worked. I remember hugging Jack, 
the editor. Even he was white as a ghost by then. 

We would have been destroyed after all the hype we’d been 
building, in front of 10,000 people who'd travelled from all over the 
UK to finally see the truth about the BBC. But it all came good at the 
last minute. There it was, clear evidence of everything people 
thought was wrong about the corrupt BBC. 

“We are paying for this, all of us,” I told the crowd when we’d 
finished the screening. And I told people exactly how to cancel their 
tv licence. Within 48 hours we had two million views on Facebook 
and 1.2 million on YouTube. It was a massive success. 

Sweeney got what was coming to him — the disgrace of being 
kicked out by his beloved BBC. Later, seeing and hearing him rant 
and rave on social media about me and his former bosses was one 
very sweet moment. The biter bitten. He was unravelling by the 
second and I was wetting myself laughing at the total loser. 

As a fall-out from the whole episode I suppose it was quite fitting 
that Caolan and George subsequently went to work with Sweeney as 
freelancers, scratching about trying to earn bits of money here and 
there. 

Caolan tried pretty miserably to explain himself to me at the time. 
He said he had to co-operate with the ‘other’ side but that he wasn’t 
saying anything that people didn’t already know. As time passed 
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though and Caolan became more and more desperate, his 
imagination started running away with him. 

I might have had the last laugh on the BBC and Panorama, but 
what was quickly to follow was the clearest evidence yet of the State 
at its malicious worst. Within just a few days of airing Panodrama all 
of my social media platforms were closed down, one by one. There 
wasn’t a credible attempt at reasoning the silencing, not a single 
explanation. I haven’t a single doubt that it was at the demand of 
people very high up in Britain’s poisonous State. 

Within 48 hours I was deleted from Facebook, apparently over 
five allegations which the BBC carried saying that I had encouraged 
my followers to behead Muslims. I doubt it was a coincidence that a 
spokesman for the Ramadan Foundation said it was great that their 
meeting with Facebook had yielded results. 

I actually read about my Facebook removal on the news. Sure 
enough, I went to my page, and everything had gone. There were no 
messages, no appeals process. I was a ‘non’ person who had been 
disappeared in a manner popular with that lunatic who runs North 
Korea. 

But let me ask you something. Can you imagine, for one second, 
that I had said or written something so blatantly outrageous? What 
do you think would have happened next? It would have been screen- 
grabbed and copied by every single hater out there and shared 
everywhere. It would have been all over the MSM headlines, in a 
heartbeat. I’d have had coppers kicking my door down to arrest me 
for hate crimes. 

But there were no screen-grabs, headlines or hate charges because 
they didn’t exist. It was all a lie, a conspiracy to silence me. Where 
the BBC had failed, Big Tech and the deep State were doing their bit. 

It took time to get the evidence that should have cleared my name 
with Facebook and proved the lies in the Darren Osborne trial, but 
that was never going to make a difference. I’d already been kicked 
off Twitter due to a tweet repeating statistics that 90% of British 
grooming gang convictions are Muslim from a general male 
population of 2% and 20% of those convicted are called Mohammed. 
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I ask you, is that hate speech, or just a statement of fact? Because 
it was accepted as a statement of fact when the former Home 
Secretary Sajid Javid said it and when Maajid Nawaz said it. But I 
guess they get a free pass on such content because of their 
backgrounds. 

Me? I got banned. Instagram went. Snapchat too. YouTube had 
twice resisted demands to silence me but finally they gave in to the 
pressure. They took a coward’s way out and didn’t actually ban me, 
instead they just changed their algorithms making it virtually 
impossible to find my stuff unless you have the exact url. You could 
get hit pieces easy enough, but nothing remotely casting me in a 
decent light. 

My Paypal account was frozen and I couldn’t get access to my 
money, again with no explanation whatsoever. That’s not democracy, 
that’s a police state — and we have the nerve to criticise the Chinese? 
And having said that, when I got on the Chinese social media site 
Tik-Tok I got a million views in no time, but that wasn’t meant to 
last either, because Muslim MPs were falling over themselves calling 
for yet another ban. 

When they took me down Tik-Tok said a video of me dropping 
off lockdown supplies at my mum and dad’s house breached their 
guidelines. You don’t know whether to laugh or cry. 
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18 — THE HONOURABLE MEMBER FOR BREXIT 


The spring of 2019 also saw the closest I’ve ever come to a political 
‘career’ if you can call my brief involvement with UKIP that. That 
and convincing myself that I could actually win a seat as an 
Independent in the elections for the European Parliament. Finding 
myself not just in a mad month-long political campaign to get 
elected, but then in the middle of a battle for the heart and soul of a 
British political party was something I never saw coming. Why? 
Mainly because I’ve never been remotely political. 

I’m not on an electoral register anywhere. I don’t vote because I 
have zero time for the liars in every mainstream party. And I 
probably wouldn’t have bothered voting for Brexit anyway, because I 
really didn’t believe in our so-called democracy. There was no way I 
thought the establishment would ever let us get out of Europe and I 
was just gobsmacked when Boris delivered it. 

When the Brexit vote came in, and as cynical as I am, I was 
blown away by the fact that finally, finally, the British people were 
standing up and having their say. I doubt that the self-serving 
metropolitan political and media elite are listening or understanding 
how that could happen, even now. But on June 234 2016 the British 
electorate shoved a new reality right where the sun doesn’t shine. Get 
in. 

I’m also not on an electoral register because it would mean 
making my home address public. And no, J don’t have any faith in 
data protection or privacy rules. If someone with access to that 
information wants to leak my family’s home address to all the wrong 
people, they'll find a way. But more than that, I think politicians all 
drink from the same champagne glasses. The vast majority of them 
are in it for themselves with public service a distant second for most. 

Because I’ve never voted for anyone, let alone anyone on the so- 
called ‘right’ of politics, I’m not sure exactly how I possibly qualify 
as ‘far’ anything. My family are pretty much Labour voters I’d guess 
— or at least they probably were. I think we saw in the 2019 election 
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just how many former Labour voters had enough sense not to vote 
for that terrorist sympathiser and Brit-hating extremist Jeremy 
Corbyn. 

I’m nobody’s idea of an economist either, but I do think we need 
to properly fund the NHS. I think we should have stronger law and 
order on our streets, but directed where it’s really needed and not just 
following me up and down the country. The railways are shocking 
and need sorting, our roads are rubbish and there needs to be some 
kind of back to basics with education. 

Oh, and don’t get me going when it comes to uncontrolled 
immigration, obviously. So, what does that make me? A little bit 
Labour, a little bit Tory as well maybe? I don’t think I have much in 
common with the Lib Dems. If I was political I'd probably be a 
UKIP supporter, but still, I never thought Fd end up in the middle of 
political rows over their Brexit campaign. I look back on that with 
mixed feelings at best. 

Before that however I’d at least dipped my toes in the water of 
what it takes to be involved in an electoral campaign. Take it from 
me, it is bloody exhausting. But it’s exhilarating as well and even 
though the MSM had many laughs at my expense when I ended up 
with just 2.2% of the vote in the North West region’s European 
Parliamentary elections, I regret it not one bit. Far from it. 

I’m not sure what exactly made me think I had a chance, 
especially as I’d only recently been silenced by virtually every social 
media platform. That would make reaching my supporters somewhat 
difficult. And I doubt that the Manchester Evening News would be 
falling over itself to report the political views of this particular 
candidate. In the end I walked away having learned a lot though. 

I went into it a bit wide-eyed with not much of a clue what I was 
doing, but then again my head was generally all over the place by 
this time. I wasn’t exactly thinking straight. Anyway, a bunch of us 
headed north to Manchester and through meeting up with various 
supporters I made a great new mate in Chris, a businessman from 
that neck of the woods who lent us a full-on mansion in Alderley 
Edge — footballers’ wives territory. Very nice. 
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We set about scheduling events in the most downtrodden areas, 
places where I thought I might tap into people otherwise pissed-off 
with both traditional politics and politicians desperate for their votes 
but not otherwise interested in their wants and needs. I’d gotten to 
know Manchester through my visits after the arena bombing and I 
really took to some of those communities and those hard-working, 
salt-of-the-earth people. 

Generally speaking, wherever we went we got great crowds, 
people who seemed glad to hear a different voice, one that was trying 
to see through their eyes, represent their point of view. There were 
downsides of course, because there always are. Twice some idiots 
threw milkshakes at me, and up in the far northwest at Carlisle the 
police totally mugged us off. 

The worst was in Oldham though, where the police literally 
escorted a mob of Muslim thugs, some of them in full-on balaclava 
gear, to attack what was a family-friendly community gathering. Sure 
enough the mob started throwing brick and bottles and managed to 
ruin it for everyone. I don’t know who is most guilty in those 
incidents, them or the police. It’s difficult to separate them. 

Wythenshawe was the biggest council housing estate in Europe at 
one time, it’s the southern-most district of greater Manchester, near 
the airport and the up-market Cheshire towns, but it’s a million miles 
away from them socially and economically. The residents were gems 
though. Really nice, welcoming people. I grew very fond of places 
like Wythenshawe and Salford. 

At one event where there were masses of people making me feel 
on top of the world, Aidan, a Canadian journalist and clued-up 
political operator who was helping us, turned to me and said almost 
unbelievingly “you can win this!” Whatever else happened, those 
were some great evenings. 

I got a few things wrong though — not least accepting the offer of 
friends with a burger van to give away food at a gig. I was soon told 
that’s a no-no under electoral laws so quickly binned that idea. But I 
also read the people’s mood wrong. The Brexit Party’s lead candidate 
was a woman called Claire Fox who I read had been an IRA 
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supporter and a leading member of the Revolutionary Communist 
Party. Nice ... not! It didn’t matter though because she was standing 
under The Brexit Party banner and that’s where I got things wrong. 

Although I was massively in favour of Brexit itself, I was trying 
to campaign on a far wider range of issues, many of which I don’t 
need to repeat here. I got it wrong. This was about nothing but 
Brexit, full stop. The entire political and media establishment had 
spent three full years trying to first ignore, then pervert the will of the 
people from the 2016 referendum. This was their time. 

When I walked into Manchester City Hall on the night of the 
vote, I saw the result and just left. I was gutted, obviously. 
Embarrassed. But more than that I was on the point of collapse. My 
voice had nearly given out, my throat was raw, I was totally 
exhausted. I went back to the house and just slept and slept. 

In the end I got nearly 40,000 votes which I think was the biggest 
by an independent in the election. It was only 2.2% of the vote, but 
UKIP themselves only got 3.3%, while the Conservative Party lost 
both their North-West seats. Later I thought, “2.2% ... across the 
country that’s over three million supporters. I'll take that!” 

The odds were massively against me in every direction you 
looked, but I also saw clearly that it was in every respect about one 
thing only — Brexit. And that’s where Nigel Farage and The Brexit 
Party played an absolute blinder, no matter which stooges they put 
under their banner. It was a lesson learned from my point of view. 

It wasn’t one learned immediately though, because next up was 
my brief flirtation with UKIP, another one of those things in life best 
put down to experience. 

Let me say first up though, I’ve always had massive respect for 
UKIP’s former leader Lord Pearson, who in turn has always been 
more than fair and reasonable towards me. As I’ve said earlier, he’s a 
lone voice of reason in the House of Lords. Lord Pearson was 79 in 
the summer of 2021 so he’s not getting any younger, but I’ve been in 
touch recently and he’s still a man to be reckoned with. 

But such as anyone in politics has risen in my estimation, it’s 
Gerard Batten, the UKIP leader through the Brexit turbulence of 
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2018/19. He’s the best senior politician who sadly never got into 
Parliament, a man of complete integrity. He’s staunch in his beliefs 
and loyalties, a sensible and reasonable man who never shirked 
uncomfortable truths. In hindsight though, perhaps the biggest 
mistake he made was to recruit me to UKIP’s cause. 

I met Gerard through reporting on the Football Lads Alliance 
protests — we met in Birmingham I think — and I asked if I could do 
an in-depth interview with him, as I had Lord Pearson and Imam 
Tawhidi. He’d always held similar views to me on the dangers of 
literal interpretations of Islam and we knew some of the same 
people. 

At that time UKIP was flat on its backside with Farage flouncing 
about doing one of his ‘me, me, everyone look at me’ turns. Gerard 
had a hell of a challenge trying to reinvent the party. Let’s face it, 
once the Leave vote won the day in the 2016 referendum, to a large 
extent UKIP’s main mission was over. They were given life by 
Theresa May and most of Westminster trying to sabotage Brexit, but 
I think that even so Gerard saw that UKIP had to be about something 
more than just leaving the EU. And I know that for a lot of years 
he’d shared my concerns about the Islamification of Britain and the 
abuse of a generation of our children. 

In terms of tapping into a ‘populist’ support base I suppose 
aligning himself with me had an appeal. We met at that demo and I 
think it blew him away when he saw the reception I got. “You’re a 
folk hero!” he said. I’m not sure I’d go that far, but certainly not 
everyone thinks as they’re instructed by the MSM. Not everyone 
automatically hates me without looking and listening and making 
their own minds up. 

When Gerard announced that I was ‘advising’ him on grooming 
gangs and the woeful state of our prison system, it brought things to 
a head. As far as prisons go, I'd seen a good few of them up close 
and personal and I had first-hand knowledge of the problems on the 
inside, from gangs to drugs. 

I also had a healthy number of supporters up and down the 
country and in discussions with Gerard and Lord Pearson a lot was 
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said about mobilising the unrepresented masses of ordinary British 
men and women. I also had experience in organising public meetings 
and rallies, which UKIP weren’t especially in the habit of doing. 

There was never any real prospect of me getting involved on an 
official level because of my historic links with the EDL. I do think 
it’s crazy though that you can be a former member of the IRA or a 
banned terror group like al-Muhajiroun and still join UKIP. But not if 
you’ve been in a street movement like the EDL. I’ll say it again, just 
for the record — the British police and security services never had the 
EDL pegged as any kind of extremist group. 

I suppose I was a bit flattered at being thought prominent and 
perhaps even respectable enough to share a platform with people 
who had been MEPs and the like. And it worked, for a while at least. 
UKIP’s membership numbers went through the roof during that 
period, doubling from around 15,000 to 30,000. 

Sadly, the truth of the matter is that the UKIP inner circle just 
used me as a stick to beat Gerard with. He was the one person with 
real leadership qualities they’d ever had — Farage apart — but as 
things worked out, they just used my so-called bad reputation to 
bring him down. 

He had the new, growing UKIP membership fully behind him, but 
was stuck with his own backstabbing executives, all full of their own 
self-importance. Sure, they wanted the populist numbers that our 
relationship could bring, but not the stigma of actually being 
associated with me. I don’t think they could see just how out of touch 
with real people they were. The general election later in the year 
would bring that home to them. 

At that point, with his executive rebelling, Gerard Batten could 
have thrown me under a bus, very easily. It’s a measure of the man 
that he stuck to his principles. I actually don’t think he ever really 
wanted the limelight of leadership and it was probably a personal 
relief when he stood down. 

The fact is that men like Gerard Batten are probably too straight, 
too honest for the snake-pit of politics. The old UKIP establishment 
got everything they deserved which was a seat right at the back of 
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the stands, with nobody knowing or caring what they said or thought 
any longer. Oh, and by the way, today their membership has slumped 
to around 4,000. They are quite literally pointless. 

I will say this though, I could see a lot of Gerard Batten’s 
common-sense policies creeping into Boris Johnson’s reinvented 
Conservative Party, until the covid-19 shit hit the fan. I quite liked 
the look of the new chancellor Rishi Sunak although I’d thought the 
same of Priti Patel the Home Secretary, for a brief while. She was all 
hot air and bullshit because as Farage himself has kept highlighting, 
the endless tide of migrants being shepherded onto British shores 
continues at an ever greater pace. Will Sunak prove himself the 
same? You'd have to say probably. 

It was interesting being up close to UKIP at the same time as The 
Brexit Party was suddenly scaring hell out of the mainstream 
political parties. I could even see parallels with what happened to us 
in the old English Defence League. 

Where the MSM was concerned, the EDL’s emergence as a 
working-class voice suddenly made UKIP look like the respectable 
and presentable face of the centre-right. But with the EDL effectively 
gone and UKIP moving towards a more populist position, suddenly 
The Brexit Party was the flavour of the month. 

UKIP were drifting into uncomfortable territory and Gerard was 
considered fair game for one and all. The media weren’t interested in 
his policies or principles, they just wanted a stooge on the right-wing 
of politics to put the boot into. 

The first march I helped UKIP stage, Farage said it would be just 
a bunch of racist football hooligans and tattooed thugs. He obviously 
believes too much of the MSM rubbish and the BBC propaganda. 
That was disappointing because I thought Farage was at the very 
least an independent thinker. He should know all about being 
unfairly labelled, given the abuse he’s had thrown at him over the 
years. That first rally turned out to be a great, family-friendly event — 
not that anyone bothered reporting those facts. 

However the big Brexit Day rally in Whitehall on March 29% 
2019, the day we should have left the EU, wasn’t one of my finer 
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moments. While Theresa May’s stinking deal was getting its third 
kicking on the floor of the House of Commons, I was supposed to be 
sorting the staging for the UKIP gathering, outside in Whitehall. 
Farage and the Leave Means Leave guys were on stage just down the 
road in Parliament Square. 

In truth, my head was in no place to actually be involved at all. 
I’d recently been hit with the news that I was now being sued by this 
Syrian youngster Jamal. With the huge legal costs at stake I was 
looking at the prospect of my family losing everything. My head was 
an absolute mess and I was supposed to be choreographing this 
massive public event. I didn’t want to do it, but UKIP kept on at me 
to help out. 

In the end I felt I let myself down and I let Lord Pearson down, 
because he invested a lot of faith in me. I barely remember a thing 
about the day. I’d got on the train to and someone gave me a beer and 
there was no looking back. People might not have noticed but I was 
steaming. I don’t really do social drinking, it’s all or nothing. 
Afterwards, I got out of there as quickly as I could and put my phone 
on divert for the next week, because I thought I’d been such a let- 
down. 

In hindsight, what Nigel Farage did by throwing Gerard and 
UKIP to the wolves over any association with me was probably the 
smart thing to do. Think about it. You’ve never really heard Farage 
go anywhere near the grooming gang issues or be particularly critical 
of anything to do with Islam, however radical. It’s easy for any 
political figure to slam acts of terror, but that’s very different to 
taking on the much deeper issues in communities across the country. 

I hated Farage at the time with his repeated attacks on me, but it 
freed him up to go full steam ahead on Brexit and clearly it worked. 
Privately, I heard that he agreed with virtually everything we said, as 
indeed a lot of high-profile figures do. 

Farage and those people were never going to admit that in public 
though. With Gerard Batten, I sensed that he just found himself in 
that leadership position mostly out of necessity. He got dumped on 
though, from a great height, and UKIP got just what they deserved — 
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meaningless obscurity. I just hope Gerard is enjoying his very well- 
deserved retirement. A good, honest and honourable man. That alone 
probably meant he was never really cut out for something as dirty as 
frontline politics. 

As for Farage, he did what he had to do in order to get big name 
public figures to come out and support Brexit. No one likes being 
bad-mouthed in public, but realistically he couldn’t afford to have 
any association with me. And the same goes for Boris — he couldn’t 
afford to get into bed with Nigel Farage and The Brexit Party, when 
it was easier just to steal their policies. 

I figure Farage has more in common with many of we concerned 
citizens than he’d ever admit. He’s far too smooth an operator to get 
caught out like that. But for the patriotic battles he’s fought in getting 
us out of the EU, I’d say he deserves a knighthood at the very least. 
A seat in the Lords wouldn’t be any less than he deserves. 
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19 — BRITAIN’S MOST WANTED... 


The first day of my appeal hearing at the Old Bailey in October 2018 
for the supposed contempt of court offence in Leeds left a lot of 
people severely disappointed. Not least of those were the Crown 
Prosecution Service lawyers and everybody in the establishment and 
the rabid Left who were hoping to see me get my very public come- 
uppance. The scenes outside court were amazing as I made my way 
in. When the brief proceedings ended and J went out to address the 
thousands of supporters massed down the road in front of the courts, 
I was daring to dream that it was over, that I’d won. 

The crowds were all singing the Owen Benjamin version of 
Leonard Cohen’s Hallelujah — How They Rule Ya — and for once, 
rarely, I had cause to celebrate a result when faced with the 
persecution of the State. That was a great moment, whatever else was 
to follow. 

The judge who presided over my appeal, the Recorder of London 
Nicholas Hillyard QC, was handed a statement of facts that I’d 
prepared and only served the night before. He took one look at it and 
shut down proceedings, kicking it upstairs. I’d included screenshots 
of the courtroom doors that had no details of the reporting 
restrictions, showing how I’d tried to stick to the rules. I had put my 
heart and soul into that, researching case law and everything I could 
find surrounding reporting restrictions. 

I stated how I didn’t believe I could have been in breach of them. 
I was repeating information already in the public domain, which 
couldn’t be prejudicial. I wasn’t on the court premises. I mentioned 
no ongoing evidence when talking to the men on trial which could 
prejudice future proceedings. It’s worth mentioning that all of those 
child rapists were convicted by the way. 

Some had tried to get a re-trial based on my video potentially 
prejudicing proceedings. Judge Marson himself, plus Crown 
Prosecution lawyers, scrutinised every second of my Facebook live- 
stream and concluded there wasn’t any prejudicial content involved. 
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A couple of the rapists took it to full appeal before a different 
judge and that was thrown out too. So if nothing had been 
prejudiced, what had I done wrong? Why was I dragged off the 
street, given 13-months prison without due process, when there was 
nothing there to jeopardise the trial? I argued in my statement to the 
judge that as the law stood I could not be in contempt of court. 

What Hillyard did at the Old Bailey though was to send the case 
back to the Attorney General. I honestly thought, that’s it, we’re over 
— Ive won. Marson should have been the one stood in a dock, not 
me, for the way he stomped all over legal convention and my human 
rights. 

So, Tommy free as a bird, yes? 

I should have known better. A lot better, because what is now 
glaringly obvious is that having failed on one count, the legal 
establishment was asking a politician and Conservative minister in 
Attorney General Geoffrey Cox to find something else to stitch me 
up on. And boy, did he. Did they. But only after several months of 
complete silence when it still seemed like I was home and dry. 

When the bad news arrived though, it wasn’t just a single shot. It 
was a like a volley from a full firing squad. I can’t help but think the 
timing was nobody’s idea of a coincidence. 

As I explained in the days after our Panodrama rally in 
Manchester all of my social media accounts were shut down, 
everything. It was a concerted, all-out attack. And then I got a call 
from my solicitor saying that the Attorney General had reviewed the 
case and concluded that a new trial was required. They were 
determined to finish me off, one way or another. 

The new trial was in front of yet another judge, Dame Victoria 
Sharp, the recently appointed President of the Queen’s Bench 
Division. What quickly became clear was that they’d found a new 
line of attack. In short, they’d basically re-interpreted the laws of 
contempt in order to find something to trip me up with. 

They would actually do that, go to such extreme lengths? 
Obviously I hadn’t thought so. And equally obviously at that point I 
hadn’t learned the main lesson in all of this. Have I ever mentioned 
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that I’m my own worst enemy at times? I was a bloody fool to 
myself again in this situation. 

The fact is that I didn’t have to be in that position. I could have 
avoided that ordeal of an entire new trial in front of Sharp but despite 
what was to come, I don’t really have any regrets. The QC who got 
me out of jail on appeal explained that we’d been offered a deal by 
the Attorney General. If I pleaded guilty on the new charge I would 
walk free having already served jail time. That would be that. My 
solicitor John Carson also warned me what I was going to be up 
against. I just had to plead guilty and walk away. 

I couldn’t find it in myself to do it, to plead guilty. As two 
previous judges had concluded, with the law as it stood I hadn’t been 
in contempt. The key words there are about the law ‘as it stood’. I 
suppose you could say that I did a couple of months in HMP 
Belmarsh simply to show the obscene lengths the State will go to. I 
can take some pride out of that, a small ‘win’. 

Also, here’s a thing. When you get a QC to represent you at the 
Old Bailey, a lot of the best ones are probably part-time judges there 
anyway, or on their way to being a judge. As such, whoever took my 
case on, I’d be asking them to go after their boss, in effect. 

This wasn’t like a criminal Old Bailey case where the judge is 
more like a referee with a jury on hand to decide. This was a highly 
politicised case based very little on ‘facts’ but more on the 
perceptions and prejudices of the two judges, Sharp and her sidekick 
Sir Mark Warby. Looking back at the performance of my barrister, I 
don’t think he covered himself in glory in respect of busting a gut to 
convince them of my innocence. He went through the motions more 
like, and pretty unconvincingly at that. 

Still, also in hindsight, I could have had the best QC in the 
business representing me and I doubt it would have mattered. The fix 
was already in. Pretty much everyone but me realised that. What a 
muppet. 

I wouldn’t blame you for wondering what kind of fool takes on 
odds like those, especially with all the massive costs involved? I 
mean, it wasn’t as if the clues weren’t staring us in the face. 
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My existing barrister had already refused to represent me at the 
new trial. When we sent affidavits to legal companies for witnessing 
~ which is a routine task — they were refusing our business. That just 
doesn’t happen. My solicitor John said he had never seen anything 
like it. 

But I couldn’t give in. I just couldn’t. I did not and still do not 
accept that I’d done anything wrong. And my main problem was 
then, and still is, that I can’t bring myself to surrender. Sure, I’ve 
admitted guilt before when I’ve realised I was in the wrong, as in the 
Canterbury scenario. But I can’t bring myself to plead guilty when 
everything I understand says otherwise. Would you? 

There’s also the sad fact that inside my stubborn head I can still 
get a ‘win’ out of these situations, by highlighting the lengths the 
State will go to. But I can’t bring myself to betray the faith and the 
support of the huge numbers of people who have had my back. 

Those thousands of faces that first day outside the Old Bailey, 
from all walks of life, from all over the country, waving their flags 
and banners and singing our anthem, they were totally inspiring. 
These were men and women who possibly for the first time were 
awakening to what was happening, and thinking ‘hold on, that’s not 
right’. And they were acting on it. 

I’ve been blessed by huge financial and moral support from 
people the world over, enabling me to keep fighting these battles. I 
couldn’t let those people down by just going down on my knees and 
admitting a guilt I didn’t feel. The day I do that, I’ve lost. We’ve all 
lost. 

I was convinced of our case, but as soon as I saw the way Judge 
Sharp intended running things, I knew I was in trouble. When I was 
called to give evidence she gave me a rougher ride than the actual 
Crown barrister. I swear, her face showed her disgust, just looking at 
me. 

Sharp didn’t believe a word of explanation I offered and said 
exactly as much in her judgement. No actual evidence to contradict 
me, to prove the charge, just that she chose not to believe me. How 
can you reason with that blind prejudice? She must have gone 
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temporarily deaf during the evidence of the Leeds Crown Court staff 
who admitted their systems regarding reporting restrictions weren’t 
fit for purpose. 

To add insult to injury my barrister Richard Furlong might as well 
have flown a white flag. He didn’t pursue lines of questioning I 
understood we were bringing out and I thought his cross-examination 
of their witnesses was pretty pathetic. There were times when he 
literally just stood there like a rabbit caught in the headlights. He 
didn’t seem to know what to say, what to do, what to ask. It was 
completely embarrassing. 

Furlong certainly didn’t have to worry about the possibility of 
pissing off Judge Sharp. I knew, leaving the court after the first day, 
what was coming. On day two I got the sucker punch. This was no 
longer about me breaching reporting restrictions or prejudicing 
proceedings. The Attorney General and his massed ranks of legal 
experts had found a new angle. They’d basically redefined the 
meanings of contempt of court. 

Where I was talking straight to the camera on the live-stream, 
having a go at the MSM and asking why they weren’t knocking on 
these groomers and rapists’ doors instead of harassing me, Cox, 
Sharp and the British legal estate decided they would interpret that as 
me urging my followers to go carry out vigilante attacks. 

Really? Me calling on people to take the law into their own 
hands? Because of course I do that all the time, don’t I...? No, I 
don’t actually. I go and knock on the doors myself and ask difficult 
questions, which is clearly beyond the wit of your average Fleet 
Street or BBC ‘journalist’. 

But Attorney General Cox and Judge Sharp had found a fix to suit 
their purpose, and of course there’s no jury. Just the first ever female 
President of the Queen’s Bench Division, the fastest ever promoted 
.... blah, blah, all that Politically Correct bollocks ... plus her stooge 
pal Warby. He was sitting quietly alongside her to rubber stamp a 
mind that I could only think was made up before anyone set foot 
inside the court. That’s in my sincerely held personal opinion, of 
course. Heaven forbid that I libel a judge. 
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My behaviour at Leeds was also judged likely to cause distress to 
those cold-blooded child rapists. Hold on, in that case aren’t the 
journalists who shout questions at me as I go into court doing the 
same, potentially causing me distress? Shouldn’t they be charged 
with contempt? 

To repeat, those men were all found guilty as sin. Rape a child, 
pass her onto the next bloke in the queue and rape again. And again. 

But an admittedly unorthodox journalist shouting some cheerful 
questions, asking how they were feeling about their verdicts, was 
causing them distress? Apparently so. They also ruled that despite 
not being on the premises unlike in Canterbury, I was still effectively 
on the court precinct. I don’t know. You go figure. 

Sharp admitted that I had not intended to breach reporting 
restrictions or commit a deliberate contempt, rather that the 
behaviour was “reckless”. It didn’t stop her locking me back up 
though. I never stood a chance. But more fool me, I suppose, for 
thinking there is an ounce of ‘justice’ in the UK justice system. 

Naturally you got plenty of very balanced reporting of the court 
case in the MSM didn’t you? No you didn’t. Looking down from the 
Old Bailey windows on the masses of people who’d come to support 
me, the regular press mob discussed what numbers to report the 
crowd as being. 

They probably weren’t aware they had a Canadian journalist in 
their midst. He described how they deliberately estimated the ‘Free 
Tommy’ crowd as being far lower than it actually was. They didn’t 
want to be seen to be bigging me up. They do it all the time. We can 
have 10,000 people at a demo and by the time it’s in the MSM it’s a 
few hundred ‘far right thugs’ while the ever-present gang of Antifa 
and far-Left agitators go from a few dozen to a few thousand. 

What price the MSM ever printing a photo of smiling, cheering 
elderly ladies in the crowd, when they can hunt down an image of 
some bloke with tattoos and a can of beer in his hand? 

If you’d been outside the Old Bailey during that trial, you would 
have seen men and women of all ages, ethnicities and backgrounds, 
from little old grannies to well-heeled city gents, students to combat 
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veterans, showing their support for the underdog. They must be 
invisible to MSM journalists, that’s all I can think. 

Above the main entrance to the Old Bailey is the inscription 
“Defend the Children of the Poor & Punish the Wrongdoer’. Ironic 
or what? If you didn’t laugh you’d cry. 


I admit that I was close to being in pieces the morning I walked back 
up the street to the Old Bailey for sentencing. The maximum prison 
term for contempt was two years, so in my mind there was no way I 
was getting anything but that. Two years, which meant that I would 
have to do 12 months. 

At least I wouldn’t have to wear a tag for the remaining 12 
months when I got out, with my offence being a ‘civil’ one. Throw in 
my stretch in Hull and Onley and hopefully that would be taken into 
account too. 

But that morning, saying goodbye to the kids ... that was tough, 
the hardest ever. They were breaking down, we all were. My son 
said, “Dad, just say you’re sorry.” How do you deal with that? I said 
to him, “Look at your sister, she’s 11. Think of it like this — if me 
going to prison saves one girl like your sister from these evil men, 
you tell me what I should do.” I said, “If one mum and dad realises it 
could be their daughter next time, and if it makes one girl pick up the 
phone and report it, then what should I do?” 

He said yes, you should fight it. 

I knew they’d be alright because they have the best mum in the 
world, and I’d get to see them every couple of weeks. I had that to 
hang on to. 

Katie Hopkins walked with me to court past the cheering 
supporters outside. I can’t tell you how much that lifts your spirits. 
But I was prepared for the worst, so when Sharp gave me nine 
months, plus the three months suspended from the Canterbury case, 
what with the time I’d already served I would be out in around 10 
weeks. I could do that. Our family could cope with that. 

This being a low-grade offence, I really should have been 
expected to go to a Category-D open prison to see out my time. Open 
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cells most of the day, mixing with other ‘white collar’ offenders, 
doing a bit of gardening maybe. Easy street, in prison terms at least. 
So where did they send me? The designated high-risk isolation unit 
at HMP Belmarsh, the home to some of the worst rapists, murderers 
and terrorists in British criminal history. 

That day of my sentencing at the Old Bailey, there were 
something like 20 other trials ongoing and I reckon they were nearly, 
if not all, for murder and terrorism. It was going to be fun getting in 
the back of a prison van to Belmarsh with some of those villains. In 
the event they sent me in my own vehicle. 

Was sending me to Belmarsh a complete stitch-up, a pre-planned 
event? Were people already in the know and briefed ahead of 
sentence being passed? The answer to that became obvious the 
minute I walked into the place to be greeted by the sight of Ross 
Kemp and his tv crew. It was obvious they’d been primed for the 
verdict and sentence. They already knew where I was heading. I 
found myself being set-up for the convenience of reality tv 
entertainment, yet again. 

I'll be honest, I was totally shitting myself when I found I was 
going to Belmarsh. The name is scary, because you know the calibre 
of evil bastards who have been and are still inside those walls. Pll 
also admit that for the first 24 hours I was a nightmare, completely 
obnoxious towards the staff. Standing waiting to be admitted, there 
was a bearded Muslim prisoner present and I was totally waiting for 
trouble to kick off, before I’d even got in the place. 

When I asked where they were putting me, the governor said I’d 
be on my own. Did that mean ‘down the block’ in solitary, in 
isolation? Was I going to get a repeat of the horrors those sadists at 
HMP Onley had subjected me to? That’s what I was expecting, 
because why wouldn’t they? 

So yes, I behaved like a dick, expecting to get the same back. I 
couldn’t have been more wrong. The governor, Rod Davies, was a 
proper stand-up guy. One of the very first things he said to me was, 
“It’s not my job to judge, it’s my job to make sure you’re looked 
after and kept safe.” 
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That first Saturday about a thousand people turned up at Belmarsh 
and I could hear them from inside. The governor raised it with me 
and said potential future demos were giving them cause for concern. 
I told him that if I was treated fairly, given some exercise and my 
visits, then I’d try to make sure people left the place alone. 

And they were pretty decent, I have to say. From 9-1lam every 
day my cell door was opened and I’d go into the empty cell next 
door where they’d put a bike machine for me to use — I was ready for 
the Tour de France when I came out! Then I’d walk up and down to 
cool off, have a shower and then 30 minutes in a courtyard walking 
around. 

Four windows overlooked the courtyard and one was Julian 
Assange’s, who’d been jailed after being besieged in the Ecuadorian 
embassy literally for years. I had a chat with Assange the second day 
and then I asked why I couldn’t have association with him. I mean it 
wasn’t as though either of us were serial killers, but that wasn’t 
going to be allowed. 

Another prisoner in this isolation unit used to talk to me and he 
seemed an okay bloke, at least until I was told he’d raped and killed 
a young girl and dumped her in the garden next door. Apparently he 
liked finding new ways to stab himself and they’d occasionally have 
to send in four or five officers in riot gear to deal with him. 

I was also told this unit was originally called the Huntley Suite, 
after Ian Huntley who committed the Soham murders of Holly Wells 
and Jessica Chapman. Notorious terrorist Abu Hamza had been a 
‘guest’, as had one of Lee Rigby’s killers, Michael Adebolajo. And 
me? I’d asked some paedophiles how they felt about their verdicts. 

On one occasion when they took me to the gym — complete with 
Kemp and the camera crew in tow — I wondered, ‘I have the place to 
myself, do they think I’m Hannibal Lecter?’ I asked the governor, 
why I was in Belmarsh, why not a D-cat place, where I ought to be? 
He replied that no other prisons would have me. 

Lovely. 

Ross Kemp was doing this Belmarsh documentary and he came to 
see me four times. He made the point that I was safe, there were no 
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threats to my life or shit being thrown through the window in the cell 
door like at Onley. In fact, looking back, it seemed like a big part of 
the Kemp exercise was to show how well I was being looked after. 
People saw what I looked like when I walked out of Onley. Kemp 
was showing the British public that the system was treating me 
humanely. And indeed they did, especially when I got distressing 
news from home. 

About a month in, I phoned my wife and she told me she’d been 
diagnosed with a serious, potentially life-threatening condition. My 
head was completely gone. I asked a prison officer to Google the 
illness and print information off about it. That two hours exercise a 
day is all well and good, but it also means you have 22 hours a day 
just sitting with your worries, your fears. And there was nothing I 
could do to help my wife. 

In prison, small things are big things. Big things are massive 
things. So from 11am to 9am the next day is a long time to be sat on 
your bed with just your worries for company. The fact was that I 
could do prison time, fight my fight, purely because I knew my wife 
was an amazing mother, and I didn’t have to worry about a thing. 
And now this. 

We’d had a family holiday planned to Mexico with friends and 
she was going to cancel, but I insisted she go. Obviously, that meant 
my 9-llam ‘free time’ was no use for talking to her because she and 
the kids would still be asleep. But again, credit to governor Davies, 
he shifted my break to the afternoon and even put emergency credit 
on my phone so we could talk. Good man. After a number of medical 
procedures, as of right now, everything appears to be okay. 

During all of this I had to make a decision on whether to appeal 
the conviction by Judge Sharp. The bottom line was that it would 
cost £60,000 and by the time it came to court my sentence would 
probably be done anyway. What was the point? I had zero faith in the 
fact that another judge was going to contradict Sharp, so what was I 
to do? Keep appealing until it went to the Law Lords, the Supreme 
Court and then the European Court? I wasn’t going to win, I was just 
going to go broke even faster than I already was. We let it go. 


224 


Tommy Robinson - Silenced 


Regarding the Ross Kemp interviews, I had thought about 
refusing to co-operate, given my history of being stitched-up at every 
opportunity. Yet again, I ended up putting my faith in someone. And 
did Kemp do a fair job? In respect of the coverage of my situation 
I’d have to say so, although I wasn’t impressed by his introduction to 
the viewers. He felt he had to warn them about who he was meeting. 
Really? Does he do that with the mass-murderers he interviews? On 
the whole it was pretty balanced, I’d say. 

I know some prisoners in solitary spend most of each and every 
day pressing the buzzer in their cell, just wanting attention or to 
complain about something, anything. I don’t think I’ve ever pressed 
it. A few weeks into my sentence, a mental health nurse came in with 
the cameras present again. You get seen by a nurse, doctor and 
governor every day, basically just to ask how you are doing. I’d say 
“sound”, and that was it, bye, until tomorrow. 

On this occasion I asked her — is isolation, solitary confinement 
good for you? Of course she had to say no, it isn’t. She admitted that 
isolation is really bad for your mental health, but they keep doing it 
anyway. She said they’d no option. 

Kemp asked how I was feeling, and I told him, “like I’m 
winning”. They didn’t put it in the finished documentary but I read 
him a letter I’d received from a doctor. I wanted him to be aware of 
just how many educated people were awakening to what was wrong 
with our system. I was locked up in my cell but academics, 
professionals and politicians the world over were reaching out to me, 
offering encouragement and support. Ordinary, concerned men and 
women in their hundreds and thousands. 

I asked him if he thought my being imprisoned in Belmarsh 
diminished my support amongst the wider public. Because obviously 
it didn’t. It just reinforced the strengths of the points I was making. 
They just made me more determined than ever to fight the good fight, 
when I finally walked out of there. I got a bit emotional at one point, 
when I was looking forward to going home. 

Kemp came back into my cell after the final session, when the 
cameras had gone and shook my hand. He actually said, “I can see 
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why people follow you”. And afterwards, when he was interviewed 
by Piers Morgan about the series, Morgan said they’d be talking 
about his meeting with me in Belmarsh after an advertising break. 
When they returned my name never came up. Id like to think Kemp 
refused to bad-mouth me, because he really had no reason to. 

If I could criticise his series at all, it would be not about the 
subjects they covered, but the ones they didn’t. One prison officer 
got smashed while I was there. He was done over by a black prisoner 
who had newly converted to Islam, and had been told to do it to 
basically prove himself. That never got a mention by Kemp. 

He portrayed Belmarsh’s biggest problem as being drugs, me, and 
the prospect of a few hundred of my supporters showing up for Free 
Tommy protests. But I’d given the governor my word and he kept 
his. There were no more demonstrations outside HMP Belmarsh. 

I’ve been in enough British prisons to know exactly what their 
biggest problem is, and which just grows and grows — the matter of 
who actually runs them, because it’s not the governor and his 
officers. In that respect Belmarsh was no different from most places 
Pd been locked up. But Kemp wasn’t going anywhere near that 
subject, Islam. 
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20 — SPREADING THE MESSAGE 


During my contempt trials and tribulations, one possibility or 
suggestion that got publicity was me and my family seeking political 
asylum in the United States. Given the difficulties ve had getting 
into the USA in the past that might not be as straightforward as you’d 
like to think. Would I go? I’d think about it, for sure, but with Joe 
Biden in the White House there’s not likely to be an open invitation 
any time soon. 

The possibility of it happening at all came out of a meeting I had 
in London with a high profile American business entrepreneur. He 
threw out the idea of me doing a two-year tour of the USA, talking 
about the issues we’ve faced here in Britain, and trying to awaken 
people there to the dangers of radical Islam and the increasing 
assaults on free speech. 

I had an open invitation from 10 members of the US Congress. 
And then 45 members of the British Parliament wrote a letter to the 
US Embassy pleading with them to refuse me a visa to visit, because 
they knew we’d be meeting some very influential people. I seem to 
recall that less than a quarter of that number were bothered enough to 
register concern about grooming gangs. 

You’d think those MPs would actually be glad to see the back of 
me, wouldn’t you? But no, it’s more about just trying to put the boot 
in repeatedly, with no opportunity missed. Will things change? Will I 
ever be allowed back into the United States? I guess we’ll have to 
wait for the next Presidential election to see how things work out. 

Maybe if Donald Trump runs again and gets back in. Right now 
I’m massively impressed by the Republican governor of Florida, Ron 
DeSantis. He’s stood up to all the federal bullshit over lockdowns 
and forced vaccines and he would be a real breath of fresh air in the 
White House. We’ll see. 

It’s embarrassing to watch Biden struggling with his senile 
dementia and you’d have to think that he’s not got long left above 
ground, let alone in the presidency. If Biden does go toes-up and 
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Kamala Harris inherits the job, well I shudder to think. It really 
would be a case of ‘God Bless America’ because they’d need divine 
help with that brainless woman in the White House. 

Who knows what the future holds for me, but there may indeed 
come a day when living in my own country is no longer a safe 
option. How tragic would that be, having to admit that England is no 
longer a safe place for English patriots to live? 

In the summer of 2020 I took the family to Spain for the school 
summer holidays and sure enough, according to the MSM rubbish 
we’d already fled England to live abroad. These people could make 
2+2 equal any number under the sun. They got hold of a brief 
statement I made about having to relocate my family and an arson 
attack on my wife’s car, and they spun an entire fairy story of their 
own out of it. 

I had plans to travel back and forth from Spain for public events 
and for work but the government’s 14-day covid quarantine law did 
for that idea. I had planned to be in Parliament Square on August 1st 
to protest the fact that members of Rochdale’s rape gangs are still 
walking around the town, bumping into their terrorised victims. 

The plan was to take a letter to either the Home Office or 
Downing Street demanding answers as to why Abdul Rauf, Abdul 
Aziz and Adil Khan are still here, when they were stripped of their 
UK citizenship and supposed to have been deported two years 
before. You can guess how fast the law would have had me inside a 
cell though, if they found out Fd just got off a flight from Spain and 
was breaking their pointless quarantine. 


Meanwhile the battle against the rape jihad goes on. Sarah 
Champion, the Labour MP for Rotherham, has said there may be as 
many as a million victims of grooming gangs nationwide. It is a 
national scandal and anyone who suggests that the covid dramas are 
being used to bury inconvenient issues by the government probably 
has a point. 

I think it’s clear there’s a lot to hide. While I might not have much 
of a mainstream public platform right now, it is encouraging that 
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concerned citizens, journalists and politicians from beyond our own 
shores continue to take the scandal seriously. They are not yet as 
blind to what’s happening as our MSM. 

In January of 2020 I was invited by the Danish Free Press society 
to speak to them at Denmark’s Parliament and receive their 2019 
Sappho Award for free speech. That was some honour and some 
occasion. 

I’d known their founder Lars Hedergaard since the early EDL 
days. Lars was very much a writer on the left of politics until his big 
moment of awakening when he visited us and came to a few 
demonstrations. I remember him telling me to “Never put on a suit — 
don’t lose your connection with these people”, but of course times 
and occasions change. I was dressed in my Sunday best when 
accepting that award. 

Even in a liberal, tolerant country like Denmark, someone like 
Lars has to have 24-hour police security, paid for by the state. He’s 
had Muslims attempting to shoot him and threats to burn his house 
down, for flagging up some of our shared uncomfortable truths. 
There was one light-hearted moment when we went out for a meal. I 
was sitting in the restaurant with the two security guards while Lars 
sneaked off for a smoke outside. “Lars has just been shot,” I said — 
because of course one of them should have gone with him. They 
nearly shit themselves. He was fine. 

I had one regret about the Denmark trip because they have their 
media issues just like us. My talk went on longer than planned and 
rather than mingle afterwards with all the people who’d come to 
share the occasion, I let myself get rushed off to the television 
studios by Aia Fog, a member of the Danish Free Press Society. 

It was exactly like the BBC, Channel 4 or Sky, just one more 
hatchet job. They were actually okay when interviewing me but 
when they went to Aia, they played the video of me confronting 
Mike Stuchbery on his doorstep the morning after the Resisting Hate 
mob had descended on our family home. 

Does that look like a reporter, they asked her? I was furious — and 
so, off air, I went back and questioned the presenter and producers 
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and they admitted they knew that these men had been threatening my 
family. They didn’t let their viewers know that, though. Aia was 
gutted because she realised, just a little bit too late, that she couldn’t 
trust their establishment media either. 

Still, we salvaged something out of it because I then put out a 
video showing exactly what they’d done. Danish MPs were 
absolutely raging at the cynical stitch-up. She rang me the next day 
saying “you don’t know how big this is”. 


After Denmark came Russia. I can’t say I ever thought I’d write that 
there’s greater freedom of speech in that country than ours. I guess it 
depends what you’re saying. The invite came from a Russian 
journalist who works for Pravda, which used to be the official 
newspaper of the Soviet Communist Party. At least those shackles 
have been thrown off. 

I suppose it says something that the Russian government had 
expressed concern to our government over my treatment by the 
judiciary, and when I went to Moscow I got a hero’s welcome. The 
country was different to what I expected that’s for sure. I’ve always 
had this image of Russian men as being big and gruff, tough and 
aggressive. It’s just another stereotype. 

I was warned by a very libertarian type of chap, Mikael, that their 
government was basically using my visit for its own propaganda. 
You can see the sense in that — the idea that the enemy of my enemy 
is my friend. The British State certainly considered me their enemy. 
Mikael and his friends are definitely not considered friends of the 
Russian government, so I accepted an invitation to speak at an event 
he organised. 

It’s ironic that back home my ‘old friend’ Maajid Nawaz was 
telling his LBC radio show listeners that I was kissing President 
Putin’s arse, when in fact I was speaking to his opposition. 

These visits help open your eyes though, in ways you’d never 
discover just by reading or watching our own news providers. Russia 
has its own quite integrated Muslim community but there are still 
tensions between Moscow and Chechnya, which is 95% Muslim and 
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on the fundamentalist wing of the Sunni ideology. Essentially, I was 
told that Moscow buys the Chechens’ cooperation. 

If Russia was a positive experience, the same can’t be said of the 
Czech Republic. I was invited to address their Parliament but when I 
arrived there was massive pressure being exerted from their far-Left 
mob and the invite was abruptly withdrawn. Hey ho. I still love the 
Aquapalace hotel in Prague though! As we staggered through the 
2020 summer chaos of coronavirus, I was still hanging onto an invite 
to address the Bundestag, the German Parliament. That would be 
something else, but I can’t see it happening. 

Different again however, and one of the most informative and 
eye-opening visits I’ve made in recent years, was a trip to Israel and 
from there into the heart of Palestine. The heart of Palestine? Try one 
of the West Bank refugee camps run by Fatah, which alongside 
Hamas is a militant division of Palestinian terrorism. 

The invite on that occasion came from a popular blogger who 
posts on social media under the name ‘Brian of London’. He’s a 
businessman who lives in Tel Aviv and he’d been following my ups 
and downs over the years. We’re going right back to November 2016 
and I flew out with my then-cameraman Mike and an old friend from 
school, Dean. Dean’s had it tough at times, but he loves his history 
and he really loves a freebie. Oh, I should mention that he’s black — 
and that sadly we haven’t spoken since the BLM bullshit. 

I should also mention that if you want to read about what life can 
really be like in that part of the world, Google the name ‘Kay 
Wilson’ and ‘The Rage Less Travelled’. Read about the time 
Palestinian men hacked Kay and her friend with machetes. She 
miraculously survived, but what she saw happen to her friend is with 
her every day of her life. Those men did that just for fun. 

So if you think ‘hate’ is a weakness that plays purely to the bad 
guys, and that forgiveness is the answer to the world’s ills, read 
Kay’s thoughts on the subject of hate. 

Brian of London took the three of us around that blood-soaked 
part of the world. Boy, is that a place apart from anything we can 
possibly understand. At one point we met and talked with some 
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young Arab lads. Thankfully no one had a clue who I was, because 
you can imagine how that could have ended. I paid one of them to 
take us into one of the West Bank refugee camps near Bethlehem, 
just south of Jerusalem. 

I can’t say Dean was thrilled at the prospect. “I haven’t come here 
to get killed,” he said, as we were driving past all these signs saying 
‘Do Not Enter’. Maybe it’s the thrill-seeker in me but I couldn’t go 
all that way and not see with my own eyes the reality of life in that 
part of the world. We got out alive obviously or you wouldn’t be 
reading this and Dean had to admit it was one of the most 
enlightening experiences of his life. 

At one point we were kicking a football around with some kids 
who were 4 generation inhabitants of that absolute shithole of a 
camp. Every now and again you’d see a tribute to a loving son on the 
door of what passes in the camp for a house. We were looking at 
pictures of martyrs, young people who had blown themselves up or 
otherwise sacrificed themselves in the act of taking Israeli lives. 

What was unexpected though was them referring to their 
‘oppressors’ as not being the Israelis or Jews, but their own 
Palestinian authorities. We were told families receive the equivalent 
of £2,000 a month if one of their sons becomes a martyr like this. 
They are paid to die. Think about that the next time you go to a 
Labour Party meeting and they’re collecting for a Free Palestine 
movement. Because that’s what you’re funding — suicide bombers. 

I asked this young fellow showing us around who his anger was 
directed at and he said his own people, the Palestinian authorities. He 
said they deliberately keep people in these horrendous conditions 
because it serves their political purpose. He was getting quite worked 
up about it all in the interview I did with him when we got back into 
Israeli territory. I explained to him who I was and what I was doing, 
but that I wanted to completely understand the reality of the 
situation. The fact was I had more in common with that fourth- 
generation Palestinian lad than anyone else I met on that trip. 

When we published the footage of that interview we blurred his 
identity but eventually took it down entirely. If he’d been recognised 
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it would have been his death warrant. I came away from there 
wanting to give money to these kids. I wanted to get this lad asylum 
in the UK, away from a place where children are brought up to 
idolise martyrs, or as the Israelis would call them, terrorists and 
murderers. What’s the saying? One man’s terrorist is another man’s 
freedom fighter? 

We went to the border with the Gaza strip, climbed up an army 
tower and trained our cameras on a flatbed truck — that was a Hamas 
patrol, we were told, so we started giving them some abuse. Israeli 
soldiers came screeching up and they were pretty pissed off and 
made us come down. 

We also travelled to one of the Israeli settlements on the West 
Bank, near the Golan Heights, the settlements so much controversy 
rages around. There was nothing much to see, just desert and a small 
encampment of homes. They’d created a bit of something out of not 
much is what it looked like to me. They’d even built a pub. 

One hilarious encounter happened while I was wearing an ‘I Love 
Israel’ tee-shirt with the Star of David on it and we came across these 
young lads who were camel racing. There must have been a thousand 
people there being watched by blokes with machine guns. There 
were young Muslim men but they were alongside Israeli/Jewish 
families having picnics. So much for divided Israel. No one batted an 
eyelid. Imagine if I’d walked round Bury Park with that tee-shirt on! 

The camel racers were a nomadic Bedouin tribe and according to 
our Arab translator, they all loved Donald Trump. “We need America 
strong!” one said. 

I asked him, “Are you oppressed”? and he replied, “Do you think 
I’d rather be here or in Iraq or Syria? I pray five times a day, I have 
my mosque, here in Israel, life is good.” It’s a place full of 
contradictions, that’s for sure. 

In Bethlehem I met an Israeli Greek Orthodox priest, Father 
Gabriel Naddaf, who invited me back to switch on their Christmas 
lights. Fancy that — Tommy Robinson turning on the Christmas lights 
in the birthplace of Jesus. That would have had some people 
bouncing off the ceiling and frothing at the mouth! 
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21 — BLACK LIES MATTER 


If anyone had told me how I’d be affected by the fall-out from the 
killing of George Floyd in May 2020, I might have laughed. I’d 
certainly have told them they were having a laugh. Even now I can 
hardly believe the massive personal impact it has had. As if I didn’t 
have enough shit flying around in my life. 

In case you’re wondering about the spelling of this chapter, no I 
haven’t accidentally missed out the ‘v’ in ‘Black Lives Matter’, the 
global catchphrase of 2020 and beyond. BLM was handed the perfect 
stage by the murder of serial criminal Floyd by Cincinnati police 
officer Derek Chauvin. Boy did they make the murderous most of it. 

By the time people realised just how dangerous the official BLM 
organisation was and is, it was too late for dozens of US cities, plus 
hundreds and thousands of businesses and people who were BLM’s 
victims. Somewhat surprisingly I was one such ‘victim’ too. 

BLM was founded as a violent Marxist-anarchist movement. It 
was never about Premier League footballers taking the knee in the 
name of so-called equality. The organisation has its roots in the 
shooting of a black teenager Trayvon Martin by George Zimmerman, 
who subsequently avoided being charged with his murder. 

The BLM website says they formed after Trayvon was killed by a 
white supremacist. Actually, Zimmerman was mixed-race Latino, 
and happened to be Spanish speaking. But then again BLM also rage 
about the “hands up, don’t shoot!” 2014 killing of Michael Brown in 
Ferguson by a white police officer. That was similarly exposed as a 
lie when black witnesses said it hadn’t happened like that. But then 
again much of the hysteria BLM was built on has gradually been 
exposed as being grounded in lies and exaggerations. 

BLM appears to have lost some of its destructive power for a 
couple of reasons that I can think of. Firstly, repeated lockdowns in 
the countries where BLM have tried to create unrest have probably 
helped water down their violent mob activities. That said, they got 
away with plenty of that unrest for long enough, despite supposed 
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lockdowns. It was shameful to see British police taking a knee to 
them. The police were far from being on their own in that act of 
virtue signalling though. 

Secondly, I think a lot of people have finally woken up to the fact 
that BLM are about as racist an organisation as you’ll find anywhere. 
They are filled with hate for anything and everything about the 
societies they call their homes. 

But before the usual idiots start jumping up and down, let me say 
it loud and clear — black lives matter. There’s a difference. The 
capital letters are important, because while black lives matter (and 
white, brown, yellow lives, etc etc) BLM is altogether different. 

These days I think we’re all well aware of cancel culture and the 
widespread campaign to demonise every single historical event or 
achievement that could possibly be attributed to white men or 
women. We have white privilege apparently. Really? I doubt anyone 
told that to our forefathers who ran bravely into volleys of bullets 
and artillery shells on the battlefields of Flanders or Normandy. 

I doubt that the men and women who worked in mills and 
factories, down pits, on docks or otherwise toiled to scratch a living 
for their families, realised they were hugely privileged due purely to 
the colour of their skin. Today they, and we their children, 
grandchildren and beyond, are white and privileged. We are 
supposed to be ashamed of our culture and our national heritage. 
Question that and you’re not just someone with white privilege but a 
far right racist too. 

It’s a drum that gets banged somewhere every single day, without 
fail, with Britain’s universities having totally surrendered to the 
woke warriors. And BLM naturally played right into that narrative. 

I’ve spent 12 years trying to awaken people to the threats of 
radical Islam but it appears we’re now under a two-pronged attack. 
The far-Left agitators of BLM and Antifa have joined the fray and 
unlike the Islamist project they are very loud and proud with their 
hate-filled agenda. Calling them out as racist only seems to confirm 
you as racist and them as righteous. 

The world has well and truly gone mad. 
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When Black Lives Matter launched their well-planned, hate-filled 
campaign in cities across America, it didn’t seem to matter that many 
more innocent black people subsequently died in the carnage. Those 
were black citizens being murdered by other black people and in the 
warped world of today that’s apparently their God-given right. It’s 
none of the privileged white man’s business what evils they inflict on 
each other. And it’s not just in warped American minds. It’s the same 
here in England. 

It’s madness, pure and simple, but few people seemed or still 
seem willing to challenge it. When Donald Trump described the 
BLM protesters as the Marxist extremists they are, the MSM were 
baying at him like rabid dogs. The US President was virtually a lone 
voice in calling them out, because no one else in the US 
establishment seemed keen to make the point. And certainly no one 
in the British political elite was that brave. 

Across British television screens, literally overnight, no one could 
step in front of a camera without sporting that logo, Black Lives 
Matter. We had the embarrassing sight of Labour leader Keir Starmer 
taking a knee, while multi-millionaire, immensely privileged Premier 
League footballers seized the chance to join the virtue-signalling 
parade. World heavyweight boxing champion Anthony Joshua 
effectively came out as an anti-white racist with his ‘only shop 
black’ comments. 

Meanwhile one of the wealthiest, most privileged sports figures 
on the planet, Lewis Hamilton, made a complete dick of himself. 
There was Hamilton, wearing a slave’s chain around his neck as a 
symbol of his oppressed background. Jeez. I wish I could be so 
oppressed as to have gorgeous former Pussycat Doll Nicole 
Scherzinger on my arm and live in a billionaire tax haven like 
Monaco. When a handful of Hamilton’s Formula 1 drivers declined 
to take a knee at the resumption of the racing season in 2020 he said 
it was proof that they ‘didn’t understand’ what was going on. 

Sorry pal, I think you’re the ignorant one here, the one who really 
doesn’t understand what’s going on. Because it is absolutely not 
about race equality. I’m with anyone who declares that black lives 
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matter. But apply the word ‘white’ to that as Jake Hepple did when 
he helped pay for a banner to be flown over Burnley Football Club, 
and your life will be torn to pieces. All lives matter, whatever the 
colour. Isn’t that the truth? It’s the quality of the person that counts, 
or at least it is for most of us. But for the people who are the real 
problem here, that certainly is not the case. 

Plenty of people finally had their eyes opened to Black Lives 
Matter’s core agenda. It aims to bring down capitalism, disband the 
police force, make white people pay its imagined debts and disband 
the family unit, to have their Marxist state raise your kids. And that’s 
just for starters. 

Things were horrific enough with the police out in full force 
during the 2020 July 4 Independence Day weekend in Chicago, 
where by the Monday there were reports of 87 people having been 
shot, 17 of them fatally. What would the death toll have been like if 
BLM got their way with having the police removed from the streets? 

Back here in the UK, charging to gather behind the BLM flag 
were the unwashed hordes of Antifa, all of Jeremy Corbyn’s howling 
Momentum mugs, along with massed support from every anti- 
establishment minority you could name. And all of it was swelled by 
thousands of clearly ignorant, white-shaming University students, 
none of whom presumably bothered studying history. 

Do you think any of them took the trouble to read about which 
country led the worldwide movement to abolish slavery? They would 
probably rush to deface or destroy the statue of William Wilberforce 
outside his birthplace in Hull, because he was representative of the 
British Empire. No matter to them that Wilberforce drove through 
the 1807 Abolition of the Slave Trade Act, after which a Royal Navy 
squadron was sent to patrol west Africa to crack down on slavers — 
he was white. Tear down his statue! 

With the British Empire dominating industry and commerce 
around the world, countries wanting to trade with us were pressured 
to sign treaties abolishing slavery. The Royal Navy was at the 
forefront of the anti-slavery movement in seas and oceans 
everywhere. But today’s ‘clever’ liberal English students don’t know 
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or care about that. Every white man and woman must pay for the 
imagined sins of people hundreds of years in their graves. 

The mass protests where these actually privileged, ill-educated 
yobs defaced war memorials and tore down statues, was shameful 
mostly for the behaviour of our police, all down on one knee. 
Covid-19 lockdown? What lockdown? And when the mob turned 
violent? Yup, the police ran away, cowards all. 

But a week later, when thousands of proud ex-servicemen and 
women, supported by patriots from the Democratic Football Lads 
Alliance, came out to protect our national heritage? Sure enough, the 
Met set loose the dogs and horses and the hard cases rigged up in full 
riot gear, doing all they could to provoke confrontation. Somehow 
they would manage to get some propaganda pictures for the 
complicit MSM. 

Out of interest you may be interested to know that Black Lives 
Matter makes reference to only one religious ideology in its stated 
aim of dismantling society. Which religion or ideology, do you 
think? Go on, guess ... yes, Islam! BLM considers radical Islam as 
being its brother-in-arms. Now do you wonder why our politicians 
are falling over themselves to excuse BLM and its hateful agenda? 

Meanwhile and in the middle of all this J was having a bad day 
that was about to get much worse. 


I still can’t get my head round how much the Black Lives Matter 
thing affected not just my personal and family life in the present, but 
lifelong friendships I thought were pretty much unbreakable. 
Obviously those friendships meant more to me than to some other 
people. 

I was already in a pretty fragile place when the BLM stuff kicked 
off, what with my marriage falling apart and the financial dramas I 
was going through, not to mention the libel law-suit and a bunch of 
other stuff. It seemed to be coming at me from all sides and I wasn’t 
coping with it at all well. 

Such as I have an excuse for what happened next, it was in those 
circumstances that I lost my head. I exploded on what I can now see 
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as a badly judged rant on social media about BLM. But that was 
about BLM the organisation, not black lives matter the principle. 
That’s not how it was interpreted by many others though, not at all. 
Finding yourself on the ‘kill’ list of blokes you’d thought of as your 
supporters, and many of them as good mates, isn’t something that I 
imagined could happen overnight. It did though. 

There’s a reason I regularly mention the colour and backgrounds 
of the people who have meant a lot to me throughout my life. Black, 
brown, Christian or Muslim, I don’t and have never cared about a 
person’s colour or creed despite what the world is repeatedly told. 
With my black mates especially, I thought that was a given. I thought 
that it wasn’t even something in question. Apparently not. 

It rapidly became clear that my rant had pissed off not only a lot 
of black people generally, but a great many of my old friends too. 
And boy are we talking pissed off. They were raging. The initial 
damage was done because it really was a bit of an unhinged rant of 
mine on the VK platform. But then seeing the immediate wild 
reactions, from far and wide, I set about trying to try to put things 
right by at least debating the points I’d raised. It was a pointless 
exercise, I quickly came to realise. 

Stephen Dogby was in the Luton Town junior ranks. He was a 
Ghanaian lad who was one of the most popular boys in his school. 
All the girls fancied him. He’s done really well for himself, lives in a 
£600,000 house, and I thought of him as an old mate. But when I saw 
his posts on a Facebook group he was full of the BLM oppressed- 
victimhood shit. When I questioned him over that, he said, “You 
don’t see the way people look at me when I get on the train.” 

I had to laugh at that. He should see the way people look at me 
when I get on the train. I went back at him with some uncomfortable 
facts that might explain why some people occasionally look at a 
black man dubiously. Like the fact that a group of people 
representing just 10% of London’s population are responsible for 
68% of its violent crime and 70% of gun crime. 

And then on the other hand, statistics from jury trials in England 
show that black accused are far more likely to be acquitted than 
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white accused. Another interesting stat is that of all children on free 
school dinners, nearly four times as many black kids are likely to 
make it to university as white kids. 

I’m of Irish descent and for generations we were treated like 
second class citizens in England. I don’t feel the need to play an 
oppressed victimhood card now. The vast majority of people who 
have committed to working hard and taking responsibility for 
themselves and their families haven’t felt it necessary to hang onto 
historic grievances. 

As you might expect that was exactly the kind of stuff that 
precisely no one on the other side of the argument wanted to hear. I 
was in a hole and I was just digging and digging myself deeper into 
it. A £100,000 bounty was put on my head by the Tottenham drill 
gang OFB, with no end of black-culture celebrities jumping on the 
bandwagon. 

They wanted me dead and J should point out that OFB gang has 
been held responsible for the murders of five young men. I listened 
to a song by the OFB’s rap outfit, which has had something like four 
million views by young people. It seemed every other word was 
‘stabbing’, ‘shooting’ or Glocking’ (a Glock’s a semi-automatic 9mm 
pistol if you didn’t know). 

A Nigerian pal, Preye, plus my long-standing best mate Dean — 
who came to Palestine with me — we haven’t spoken since. Dean just 
blanked me. Not long before BLM exploded he’d been in trouble 
with the law and I was the first person he turned to for help with a 
solicitor and stuff. I didn’t judge him, he was my friend, I helped 
him. But he hasn’t spoken to me since and that’s a proper shame. 

We used to have an occasional game of cards round at another 
black pal’s place, Craig. When I called him up it was clear he didn’t 
particularly want me there because of some of the other lads coming. 
You know how I react to that. “I’m coming,” I said. 

There were a few people there I didn’t know but it went pretty 
much okay, although things were a bit tense. Some blokes left. Then 
suddenly my wife’s car which I was driving went up in flames, with 
BLM sprayed on it. That’s how bad it all got. 
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I tried to raise the debate on a more formal level, to make some 
sense of it all, but I was banging my head against a brick wall. Sasha 
Johnson is the British BLM leader who later got accidentally shot in 
the head during a black-on-black gang attack in London. 

I invited her and some fellow activists to take part in a filmed 
debate and with me was a black friend, Luke. I tried to make it a 
rational discussion but I was wasting my time. Sasha Johnson 
descended to calling Luke “a coon”. Nice lady, eh? No racism to see 
here folks. 


Another event organised by the deejay, writer and social media 
activist Sara Garvey was attended by Big Bro, one of London’s most 
respected black free speech advocates. On the core beliefs of BLM I 
asked if that was really the kind of example black culture is happy 
preaching to its next generation of young adults? 

Is that what they think is right? Maybe it is, because it used to be 
that 80% of black children were raised in a two-parent family. Now 
that’s sunk to just 20% and that plays exactly into BLM’s Marxist 
agenda. Not only do they want to de-fund the police and destroy 
democracy, they want the collapse of the family unit as we’ve always 
known it. That way they can control these young anarchists and 
submit them to their hate agenda. 

I’m not sure I got any of my points through to these people. But I 
had to try. 

One other public attempt to reason with the other side of the 
argument almost had my new cameraman Paul shitting himself. I 
wasn’t far behind him. I’d agreed to meet this BLM activist bloke 
Levi at a boxing gym in the East End of London. When we turned up 
it was in the middle of the hard-core Muslim districts and everything 
about it smelled like a set-up. 

We went inside and the shutters were down on the place. Inside 
were four blokes, one of them with a hammer. One Muslim bloke 
tried to give me the big squeeze handshake. They’d obviously 
rehearsed all this shit. This ‘bad’ Muslim bloke started rabbiting “this 
is serious de-radicalisation” ... ““you’re a dead man” ... “this is ‘the 
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street’.” It was Paul’s first week on the camera for me. He probably 
thought it was going to be his last day. 

I said to Levi, “you’re having a fucking laugh”. 

Finally there was a big ‘bang, bang, bang’ on the door and there 
were two bearded mullahs there. It was all a shitty set-up. Levi said 
he was going to get me out alive, like I needed to be grateful. I told 
him I could have turned up with my own army if I’d wanted, but I 
came on trust to have a conversation, not put up with this shit. 

We got out of there. So much for trying to talk sense to people, to 
have measured discussions, to be grown up about serious issues. 

I’m still treated like a leper by a lot of people I considered good 
friends. And that still hurts. My daughter ended up alienated from a 
lot of her schoolfriends, because of the backlash I’d been getting 
from people these kids were aware of. Our kids shouldn’t be the 
victims of this stuff. 

Such as I still bump into black people in the community I do 
actually sense that more and more is being understood about the real 
nature of BLM. Time’s a healer, hopefully. 
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22 — A COURTROOM REVISITED 


Despite everything else going on, police cells and kangaroo courts 
are still never far away. In 2020 when things were open we took the 
family to Center Parcs on a day pass and my kids all invited a friend 
each. They were having fun in the family swimming pool, while we 
sat in the Starbucks nearby. Suddenly my youngest, who was aged 
eight at the time, came running up and said a man had grabbed her 
bum. 

Bear with me on this, because I hope you’ll understand where I’m 
coming from. I asked if she was sure. If it couldn’t have just been an 
accident, if they’d just bumped into each other or something. You 
know, that these things happen at times. She demonstrated how the 
man had ‘squidged’ her bottom from behind, after they’d passed each 
other. She was really upset and she knew exactly what had happened 
to her. 

I took her down to the pool and she pointed out the man she said 
did it. He happened to be of Asian appearance, middle-aged and he 
was with two other men. They were alone in the pool, no women or 
children with them. I couldn’t care less about his ethnicity by the 
way — he appeared to have sexually assaulted my little girl. 

When I went up to him I asked if he had any women with him, 
any children. He pointed to the two other men, one of whom was 
wearing a pink swimming cap. 

Before I even asked him what had happened, he blurted out “I 
grabbed her bum by accident.” He had his hands up panicking. I tried 
to stop him leaving, he resisted and I gave him a couple of slaps and 
shouted for someone to call the police. 

I’m not saying it was a 999 situation, but it was still more than 
three hours later when the police finally arrived. 

My wife and daughter both spoke to them and when it was my 
turn they just said they were arresting me and charging me with 
assault. But get this — they didn’t even question the other man about 
the alleged sexual assault of a child. They didn’t seize his phone, 
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which would have been standard procedure. I was raging, as I think 
any dad would be. They just let him walk away. 

When I put the video out of my daughter saying what had 
happened it went viral. We wouldn’t let it drop, but it took weeks and 
required one clown of a police sergeant being thrown off the case 
before anyone took it seriously. 

They finally sent a specialist unit that handles cases involving 
children to see my daughter and eventually the Crown Prosecution 
Service brought charges against the man. Long before that came 
close to court, I’d been hauled before magistrates for my ‘citizen’s 
arrest’, fined and given 300 hours community service, later changed 
to a suspended 12-weeks prison sentence. 

When the bloke’s case finally did come to court, with it being a 
proper criminal trial he had the benefit of a jury. And despite 
admitting he’d touched my daughter’s bottom, and what the CPS 
thought was a compelling case, the jury couldn’t reach a verdict. 

Not surprisingly the defence made a huge thing of the fact it was 
Tommy Robinson’s daughter involved. What did that have to do with 
anything? There’s nothing these people won’t stoop to. It was 
scheduled for a retrial. 


And of course the drama kept on coming. The BBC and Panorama 
had failed on their first attempt, courtesy of our Panodrama coup and 
the humiliation of John Sweeney, but I don’t doubt that they’re still 
digging away. 

My financial woes of the past 18 months or more were an obvious 
target I suppose, so it was no surprise when I learned my personal 
MSM correspondent Lizzie Dearden had recruited my ex-employee 
and seriously troubled individual Caolan Robertson to dish the dirt. 
Caolan appeared to have invented stories that I’d siphoned off 
literally millions of pounds in public donations and he gave Dearden 
a screenshot of £425,000 in a bank account. 

In just a few minutes I’d edited the screenshot on my phone and 
made it say £1million. Anyone could do it. Neither Caolan nor 
Dearden had an ounce of credible evidence to support these bullshit 
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claims, but there was a good reason for that. There wasn’t any. I’ve 
mentioned Dearden’s coverage of me previously, especially in regard 
to the fabricated court claims that I’d directly messaged Darren 
Osborne before his Finsbury Park attack. 

I guess Caolan was being true to his old form, but increasingly 
desperate, in trying to buy himself some kind of public profile by 
inventing stories about me. As such, Dearden had to give me an 
opportunity to respond. 

She contacted a former solicitor I’d used at nearly Spm on a 
Friday and gave me until 10am on Monday to comment. That email 
could very easily have been missed at that time and I’d have never 
got my right to reply. Also, there was no phone number to contact 
her. There was no request for an interview, just an email address to 
reply to. 

The thing is, these were potentially criminal allegations she was 
making, so for once she couldn’t just print her fairy-tales 
unchallenged. She had to give me right of reply. I’d have thought that 
a professional journalist would do that either face-to-face or over the 
phone. Not where The Independent’s ‘official Tommy Robinson 
correspondent’ Lizzie Dearden was concerned though. Email replies 
only please. 

I wasn’t happy with that, so I contacted a Private Investigator to 
find out where she lived. By Sunday evening I had the address so I 
went to give my reply in person and for good measure I took along a 
recording of her ‘source’ Caolan confessing that he was being 
blackmailed by Hope Not Hate’s Nick Lowles. I brought other 
evidence of his questionable behaviour too. I just wanted to ask her if 
that’s what she considered a reliable source, because obviously I 
didn’t. 

When I buzzed her apartment a man said no one of that name 
lived there. I was polite because I was videoing the entire thing. My 
mate hitting his horn repeatedly brought a bunch of people out onto 
their balconies, but I never got to talk to Dearden so we left. 

We’d stuffed ourselves with a McDonald’s and were mending a 
flat tyre when the police turned up and arrested me for breach of the 
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peace. I was thrown in the back of their meat wagon, and when I was 
then a bit sick, they not only held me in cells overnight but charged 
me with criminal damage for the bit of double-cheeseburger, fries 
and portion of chicken nuggets that I’d brought up. 

When that complete waste of time and public money came to 
court, the Crown Prosecution Service offered no evidence and it was 
dropped. Total bullshit. Disruption tactics again. All paid for by your 
taxes. 

Because I was still in a police cell on Monday morning my 
solicitor got her to give us a 24-hour extension, and we then replied 
in detail. The Independent didn’t print the story until about two 
months later though. Meanwhile that same officer who originally 
arrested me and saw it thrown out, then went back to Dearden and 
they put together a harassment allegation in an attempt to get a 
‘stalking’ injunction against me. Seriously. 

I couldn’t get to the first court hearing because I was busy in 
Huddersfield preparing for the libel trial and I had asked for an 
adjournment. Instead the court issued an interim stalking order, 
which is the point when things went from stupid to insane. I’d never 
received or seen any court order, but when I did a podcast with 
YouTuber Steve Wraith and simply mentioned Dearden’s name, I had 
the law after me again and it was back to a police cell. 

Are you exhausted by all of this yet? You want to try living it. 
And there’s more. 

When trouble kicked off between Israel and Palestinian terrorists 
in the Middle East, I joined a rally at the Israeli Embassy. I hadn’t the 
faintest idea where The Independent’s offices were by the way, or 
even if the failed newspaper even has real offices. Apparently Pd 
walked within ‘X’ yards of them and was in breach of the interim 
order which banned me from going anywhere near their offices. Back 
to another police station. 

When it finally came to court Dearden said she was terrified 
because I was shouting aggressively. When we showed the video of 
what actually happened I thought the judge looked completely pissed 
off, because this was as far from stalking as you can get. Journalists 
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call it ‘door-stepping’, although I doubt that Dearden has much 
experience of actually doing that, judging by my limited experience 
of how she works. 

Sure enough, when Deputy Chief Magistrate Tanweer Ikram 
announced his findings all of the positive signs I’d taken from the 
hearing proved to be so much bollocks. I had gone there not to 
answer Dearden’s questions, he decided, but to intimidate and terrify 
her. 

Ikram gave me a five-year stalking ban and I was forbidden from 
posting, recording or writing anything about Lizzie Dearden. Given 
what I’d witnessed in court and the judgement that came out the 
other side, I obviously wondered who got to Ikram. Maybe it was the 
same people who convinced Nicklin to perform a pantomime act 
before throwing a legal u-turn? I doubt I'll ever know. 

Silenced. Again. Oh — except that I could make reference to her in 
respect of things she was about to or had previously written about 
me, which is how I get to at least explain this situation, unlike the 
actual details of the libel show-trial. 

I'll repeat again for the record, I do not know Lizzie Dearden, 
have never spoken to her, have no interest in speaking to her, and I 
think I’m probably the last person in the world she needs to worry 
about. 
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23 — THE TELFORD SCANDAL 


There doesn’t seem to be much appetite amongst the MSM crowd to 
keep digging beneath the surface of England’s ongoing rape jihad. As 
many court cases as the system has brought and as many abusers as 
have been locked up, I still think it’s important to note how few of 
these stories emerge via the media. 

I’m certain there are many more victims and villains out there. I 
know it actually, from first-hand experience. The various lockdowns 
of the past two years and the many and varied dramas in my own life 
meant that I was seriously distracted regarding my work on this 
subject. I’m back on it now. 

Of all the many Muslim grooming gang cases currently in the 
justice system, there is one that I certainly hope you'll be aware of 
by the time you’re reading this. As far as the police and CPS are 
concerned, it’s probably one they’ ve filed under ‘case closed’, but let 
me tell you why it really shouldn’t be. 

The situation surrounding Telford could possibly be the most 
shocking of the lot, even before we get to my current activities 
preparing a series of documentaries titled The Rape of Britain. I’m 
basing this on simple statistics which even the MSM had to report 
once it became clear how bad things were. 

When I flesh out the results of my own investigations you'll be 
excused for shaking your head in disbelief. These are human stories 
that are still miles away from being resolved, but which continue to 
be ignored by the police and they are positively heart-breaking. 

Telford took a long time to reach the public consciousness, long 
after the scandals in Rochdale, Rotherham and many more. Not that 
it should ever have been any kind of well-kept secret however. Back 
in my early EDL days, around 2010, we’d demonstrated in Telford 
specifically because stories of abuse were rife even then. 

Back in 2018 the Daily Mirror reported that grooming gang cases 
going back to 2007-2009 in Telford probably involved 100 young 
girls and as many as 200 rapists and abusers. These were specifically 
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from the local Muslim community and those numbers were 
according to the local police who had finally been forced into action. 
What the Mirror’s 2018 reports estimated though was possibly as 
many as 1,000 victims. The Quilliam Foundation had also produced 
some very uncomfortable data about the ethnic (and religious) 
profiles of the grooming gangs. 

Let me now share with you some interesting statistics. At the time 
of those reports Telford had a population of 170,000, so we can 
roughly assume that means around 85,000 females. Of those, 
probably around 10% were between the ages of 12 and 18. That’s 
8,500. So by the Daily Mirror’s estimates more than one in 10 local 
white girls had potentially been abused by a Muslim sex gang. 

More numbers. The Muslim population of Telford at the time was 
under 2%. Let’s be generous and call it 2%. That meant only 3,400 
Muslims — again about half of which were female — so 1,700 males 
in total. A large proportion of those would be young boys, given the 
high birth-rates in their community. Of those aged above 18 and 
below 60, when we studied the data for the documentaries we were 
making, we figured there were only in the region of 800 men who fit 
the age demographic for being part of the rape gangs. 

And yet the police believed as many as 200 members of Telford’s 
Muslim community could have been involved in these horrific 
crimes. Get your head around that. Around 25% of local Muslim men 
might have been involved, going by local police estimates. And I 
should mention that these estimates come from the very same police 
force that has bent over backwards to NOT investigate many more 
alleged crimes. 

How do I know this? Because I have spoken to many, many more 
victims, whose lives have been basically destroyed by the 
determined efforts of local police to ignore their abuse and refuse to 
take action against their alleged abusers. 

Telford is one of only two places in the country where, so far, we 
have had such data made public. The other is Rotherham where the 
statistics are still scary if not quite so bad. I need to point out here 
that this is where the reading gets tough. 
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In The Rape of Britain we have Telford victims telling their 
horrific stories and I confront some of the accused men. We will have 
started sharing those girls’ horrors before you get to read this. 

I originally started visiting Telford at the time charges and 
prosecutions came to light and managed to talk to both relatives of 
some victims and the girls themselves. Some of their stories were 
enough to turn your hair white. 

One man was the uncle of a girl who was 16 when she was 
murdered by Azhar Ali Mehmood in 2000. Lucy Lowe had had a 
baby girl by her abuser when aged just 14, but when she left him he 
took their child away. He petrol-bombed the family home shortly 
afterwards and Lucy, her mother and 17-year-old sister were all 
killed. 

Their murderer was jailed for life in 2001 and he’s already had 
one parole bid turned down. But he could be out and walking those 
streets again any time soon. Interestingly, he was never charged with 
the sex crimes despite the girl still being a child. He should be 
charged the minute he’s released. Preferably beforehand. 

Another rape gang victim, Becky Watson, was just 13 when she 
was killed by Ahmed Nawaz. Her killer explained they’d been 
‘playing a game’ which went wrong. Some game. The girl was flung 
off his car bonnet and into a wall as Nawaz drove off. He got three 
years after admitting a minimal charge of reckless driving. A friend 
of Becky’s told me the authorities had been notified of her being 
abused since she was just 11-years-old. 

Out of interest, a total of five local girls were killed owing to the 
actions of Muslim men during the period being investigated. 

I managed to speak to the dad of another girl who died because of 
what was happening to her. She wasn’t murdered, strictly speaking. I 
guess that depends on how you interpret the actions of the men who 
fed her heroin addiction to the point that she overdosed and died. 

When police investigating her death accessed her phone they 
found video-footage of the girl being gang-raped. At least those men 
were then charged and jailed. The father of that girl had split from 
the mother of his four daughters and he had a photograph of them 
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behind him as we talked. He pointed to the girls one by one: ‘dead, 
raped, raped’ ... and pointing to the youngest ... ‘they’re trying to 
rape’. That was one tragically damaged man. And when he went to 
the police, he said that all he got in return was blank looks. 

Another victim I met and whose family I’ve spoken to at length 
survived at least. After a fashion. Her dad worked for Pakistani 
businessmen as a driver and general handyman. He was often in a 
restaurant they owned and from the age of 11 his eldest daughter 
would sometimes accompany him on his driving jobs, or help out in 
the curry house when he was doing stuff there. 

That’s when the abuse started. She was literally a child. She 
didn’t know any better than to go along with what the men did to her. 
By the time she did know it was too late. She was in too deep. She 
got beaten if she didn’t dress provocatively enough for her abusers. 
She thinks about 16 of them raped her over a spell of three years. 

That girl was actually made pregnant on one occasion. The family 
decided on an abortion and when the foetus was examined there was 
a 100% DNA match for one of the attackers she’d named to police. 
No action was taken against any of those men. 

That incident tore the family apart, they are broken people. The 
girl moved to London as soon as she was 16, where she now has her 
own family. Back home meanwhile, dad was on an intelligence- 
gathering mission. He knew who many of his daughter’s abusers 
were. He was also still employed by the men he described as being 
Telford’s premier gangsters. Drugs, girls, money-laundering, they 
bossed it. 

He’d been in the restaurant one time when he saw his bosses 
together at a table with a sharply dressed white bloke. He 
remembered the white man because he had a distinctive facial 
feature, the sort that you see and never forget. He also remembered 
the incident because he witnessed a stuffed envelope of what he 
thought was cash being pushed across the table to that white man. 

His daughter was there that night too. She told me how her 
‘pimp’ handed him that big fat brown envelope. That man, the boss, 
had been facing multiple criminal charges apparently, which they all 
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knew about. A week later he boasted to the girl’s dad about how all 
of his legal problems had suddenly gone away. 

A while later, when that dad thought he’d gathered enough 
intelligence to help the police progress cases against some of his 
daughter’s abusers, he arranged a meeting with officers to discuss 
things. Except that when he went to the meeting he immediately 
recognised the distinctive-looking man — the one who had been 
sitting in the restaurant with his bosses that night. 

He was a senior detective and he told the other people present to 
take all the information this man had. To this date, no charges have 
ever been laid against those men. I’ve tried to put the allegations to 
that retired officer in person. He refused to answer. 

Dad still kept making noises to the authorities though, to the point 
where Social Services threatened to take his son away because they 
said his actions were putting the child at risk. Not long afterwards he 
had to ring 999 when someone poured petrol along the front of the 
family’s house and set it alight. He said it took the police hours to 
attend. 

The next time officers arrived it was to serve him with an Osman 
warning — something I’ve had plenty of, when your life is under 
imminent threat — and he was told armed Asian men were looking for 
him. He and his wife and son packed their stuff and drove off into the 
night. I’ve no idea where they are now, but for a while at least the 
poor people were living in a crack-house squat outside the country 
and they haven’t been home since. 

Think on this. All of these cases (and we have many more) are of 
Telford victims who never got justice. Their abusers were not 
amongst those arrested, charged and sentenced. One of the things we 
did however when talking to them, was keep the identities of other 
victims from them. 

More importantly we kept secret the identities of the men the 
other victims were pointing the finger at. When you take those 
precautions and several different girls keep naming the same men, 
it’s difficult not to believe entirely in their stories, to come to the 
conclusion it’s more than coincidence. Well, unless you’re a bent 
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Telford copper that is, because someone was making sure these 
complaints never saw the light of day. 

I met another young woman who went to the police with the 
names and details of her abusers when the Telford scandal first 
broke. She’d had a son by one of them aged just 13. She asked for 
police protection because some of these people weren’t just grubby 
rapists who deal a bit of grass, coke and smack for their spending 
money. Some that she wanted to name were high-profile individuals 
in ‘polite’ Telford society. We are talking professionals very much in 
the public eye. 

She was told that an assessment of her case found she was not in 
danger. Predictably she eventually came under pressure and fled the 
area to Bristol, where she stayed in a guest house. Her mother was 
not so lucky. Answering a knock at the door, she was punched 
senseless by three young Muslim men. The police did nothing. 

Then one day she received a letter sent to the guest house where 
she was staying from her child’s former school back in Telford after 
the police leaked her whereabouts. The next thing she knew cars 
packed with angry Muslim men were at the door and she was on the 
run for her life again. 

She eventually left Britain, however on one visit home Social 
Services located her and took away her child. Why? Because they 
can. They are not answerable to any legal oversight you or I would 
recognise. Britain’s Family Courts operate their own laws under 
absolute secrecy, and without accountability. It’s a national scandal. 

That woman still hasn’t got custody of her child back. I wanted to 
meet up with her and arranged to fly her into Stansted, where I would 
be waiting. The trouble was, I wasn’t the only one waiting for her. 
Suddenly police were all over me, asking what I was doing at the 
airport, demanding to know who I was waiting for. 

I spent about 20 minutes telling them to fuck off and go ask 
someone else who they were waiting for, before they actually did 
leave. She never came through arrivals though. At first I thought she 
must have missed her connecting flight, until I found out the next day 
she’d been arrested over what the police called ‘malicious’ social 
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media posts and held overnight before being released. Later, she 
drove me around Telford showing me the houses, the offices, the 
places where she had been taken and raped. I didn’t tell her, but on 
similar occasions with similar victims, we’d been shown all the same 
places. 

Because of the repeated lockdowns, me having to manage my 
own libel trial through 2020 and 2021, plus all the other dramas, our 
Telford project got put on hold. We were going over statements in the 
libel trial one day when another Telford victim rang me, in a panic. 
She was heading to the house of one of her high-profile abusers and 
intended killing herself in the street outside. 

She said they couldn’t just ignore it if she committed suicide right 
there. Thank God she called me. I managed to talk her into driving 
away and spending some time with us, so that we could literally talk 
her into staying alive. 

As I near the end of this book we have been given the names of 
203 men these women and girls have accused. They are men who, 
for whatever reasons, West Mercia Police have taken no action 
against. We are told that the Independent Inquiry in Telford has been 
given the names of more than 360 men. 

As a footnote, I mentioned earlier that only the data for Telford 
and Rotherham has been made public. Those places have Muslim 
populations of 2% and 3.7%. Does anyone else wonder why we 
haven’t had such in-depth information from towns and cities where 
the percentage of population is far closer to 30, 40 or even 50%? 

You almost don’t want to think what the true figures are in places 
like that. 
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24-—TOMMY’S CRYSTAL BALL 


I originally wrote this chapter with Christmas 2021 just a week or so 
away but with another ‘C’ word on the country’s lips, the world’s lips 
—covid. Week by week people didn’t have a clue what they could or 
couldn’t plan ahead. Will we get Christmas, will we get New Year, 
what next...? 

As I near the end of the book, we know that in England at least 
we did. I wouldn’t have guessed it just a couple of months ago, but it 
seems we’ve pretty much led the world in actually treating covid 
finally as it always should have been. I don’t want to speak too soon 
though. Still, I think it’s important to look around and take note of 
what else is falling apart, because I can’t imagine this country has 
ever been as divided as it is now. Whatever the issue, people are at 
each other’s throats. 

The State only plays ball with so-called liberal minority causes, as 
we saw with the BLM bullshit. Following on from them it was the 
Insulate Britain nutters, glueing themselves to busy road junctions, 
disrupting ordinary people’s lives and having coppers come ask if 
they want a cup of tea or something. Don’t get me going. 

Those people were trying desperately to get MSM attention as 
world leaders jetted in for photo-opportunities at Glasgow’s climate 
conference Cop 26. I wonder if anyone mentioned to them that in 
2021 Antarctica had its coldest winter on record, with sea-ice 
growing massively? Or that lots of merchant ships needed rescuing 
from the Arctic ocean because they’d been frozen solid? It isn’t just 
the English weather that can do its own thing, obviously. 

Are the climate scaremongers aware that satellite-measured 
global surface temperatures haven’t risen at all in 87 straight 
months? Really. Not in the MSM? You don’t say. 

I’ve heard cynics pointing out how man-made CO2 makes up the 
tiniest fraction of what’s in the atmosphere at any given time, and 
even that it’s absolutely necessary. I’m not sure cutting that in half is 
going to make much of a difference to sea-levels in Mauritius. Not 


255 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


that China or India will take a blind bit of notice of any of the so- 
called agreements anyway. 

But of course the main point isn’t climate change at all, it’s the 
unbelievable levels of profiteering from a whole new industry. And 
as you will have come to expect by now, anyone even trying to 
provide counter arguments or bring matters up for debate is 
immediately cancelled, labelled far right, extremist, in denial ... 
silenced again. 

As with covid, the bottom line about the climate change project is 
terrifying people and controlling every aspect of their lives, creating 
excuses to impose more authoritarian government. 

As the weeks and months pass all the nightmare predictions about 
Armageddon after Brexit are shown as the Project Fear rubbish they 
always were. It will be interesting to see who’s next out of the EU 
because everyone I speak to across Europe despises the Brussels 
regime. 

A lot of that may be because the people I talk to all share 
something in common — a deep love for their country, its traditions 
and values. They don’t want to lose them to a 7" century ideology 
which still remains a serious and growing threat. If I keep coming 
back to that, apologies, but it isn’t going away any time soon. 

More and more ordinary people find their voices being silenced 
on a daily basis, in the event of their opinions being uncomfortable. 
That’s not changing for the better either, far from it. We see with 
each passing day that anyone who is proud of their national heritage 
is by default a “far right racist’. Unless of course those people come 
from one of those homely little states like Libya, Syria, Iraq or 
Afghanistan, in which case the liberal elite don’t really expect them 
to know any better. I don’t think they even see how patronising they 
are, or how obvious they are about their hatred of the nations of their 
birth. 

Where were the street marches when a Muslim terrorist, Khairi 
Saadallah, stabbed to death three gay men having a quiet drink in a 
Reading park, as happened in June 2020? In today’s alternative 
reality all ‘minorities’ have a common enemy — white, straight 
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Christians. As such I guess it would have been asking too much to 
expect a Pride protest against an ideology that excuses and even 
encourages the actions of those men’s killer. 

I do think the tide is turning against the MSM though, I really do. 
The more they tar people with that lazy ‘far right’ brush the more 
ordinary people find themselves almost accidentally being shoved 
into that category, painted into that corner. These days, if you’re even 
sceptic about covid and the vaccines, you’re being backed by default 
into the ‘far right’ corner. And I think that really rubs ordinary people 
up the wrong way. 

As we saw with the Brexit vote, with Trump’s 2016 election and 
with Jeremy Corbyn being dumped by traditional Labour voters, 
people are starting to see through the lies, the deceptions. They’ve 
had enough of being told what’s good for them and how they should 
behave — how they should think even — when they can see as plain as 
daylight that it’s all a scheme, an attempt to keep them in their 
places. 


If we look at the screaming young white, middle class university 
students defacing statues and memorials and screaming their hate, 
it’s difficult not to think the socialist-infiltrated education system has 
poisoned them. We have a generation of young people taught to hate 
their own heritage and history. The sad fools don’t even know how 
radically they’ve been brainwashed. 

It’s not surprising that I was banned from speaking at York 
University, although there was a great turn out when I still travelled 
and spoke at a nearby hotel. But I’m far from being alone these days. 
Anyone with anything resembling a non-conformist view on what 
constitutes a biological woman can — and is — silenced by our 
universities. 

The transgender hysteria would be funny if it wasn’t so tragically 
worrying. We have an alphabet soup of minority groups bending the 
nation to their will, over some imagined ‘offence’. 

It’s unbelievably already six years since ultra-feminist Germaine 
Greer faced down the haters by insisting on delivering a speech at 
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Cardiff University. Her sin was to piss off the militant trans 
community by recognising biological facts. 

“I don’t believe a woman is a man without a cock,” she said. 
“You can beat me over the head with a baseball bat but I won’t 
change my mind. Being a woman is a bit tricky. If you didn’t find 
your pants full of blood when you were 13, there’s something 
important about being a woman you don’t know.” 

Go girl! I thought it was hilarious, although obviously the 
backlash was huge. Less funny is the undeniable fact that the 
direction of travel is still one way and it is still accelerating. 

It really troubles me when you hear about children being 
encouraged to have gender ‘realignment’ (whatever that is) before 
they’re even old enough to understand what it means. That is taking 
these people’s obsessions to a dangerous level in my view. 

One time I interviewed a fully transitioned woman supporter of 
ours who had been born a man. I have to admit ‘she’ was drop dead 
gorgeous too, but we had a full-on, honest and open discussion about 
her journey and the problems she’d faced. Our supporters who were 
listening were completely behind her. I actually asked what had been 
most difficult, coming out as a woman or as a conservative. She said 
conservative. Hilarious. 

Gender and identity politics are today’s flavour of the month and 
it’s always at the expense of anyone who just wants to be considered 
an ordinary British man or woman, regardless of their colour, gender 
or sexual preference. 

If you want other, more informed views on any of these subjects, 
please, look up the videos of Canadian professor and psychologist 
Jordan Peterson. He’s brilliant. His take-down of Channel 4’s Cathy 
Newman was a thing of beauty. And much as I can be critical of 
Maajid Nawaz, his hour-long LBC interview with Peterson was 
excellent journalism. Maajid has been a strong voice over the various 
covid issues too, it’s fair to say. But the fact that we increasingly 
have to go in search of sensible voices continues to be a worry. 

[Late note: Maajid must have been too awkward a voice because 
LBC have let him go. Welcome to the club mate]. 
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From my own point of view, what we can’t afford to do is lose 
focus on groups like the Ramadan Foundation, Tell Mama and the 
Muslim Council of Britain. They exist on the face of things to defend 
Muslim rights, but that’s not their reality, far from it. They exist to 
silence any critical voices wherever they can find offence, to push 
their separatist agenda relentlessly. All the evidence I see is that our 
police, politicians and public servants all continue to kneel to them. 

The Luton I grew up in has all but disappeared now, in the same 
manner as other towns and cities across the former industrial 
heartlands. Have we seen the last of terrorist jihad on our streets? 
You’d like to think so, but so long as a fanatic can drive his car or 
van onto a crowded pavement, or lose his mind with a butcher’s 
knife in hand, the danger remains. 

Pd like to believe that we’re winning the fight against the rape 
jihad I’ve discussed it at length, but we certainly can’t afford to be 
complacent on that. Meanwhile the population jihad raised by Imam 
Tawhidi grows and grows. The 2021 census results will make for 
very interesting reading in the next few months. 

I’d love to think British people will awaken to the transformations 
happening right in front of them. I really wish we could discover 
some of the pride and patriotism I witnessed on a visit to Poland, 
where they are currently in a political arm-wrestle with Brussels. 
Those people know what it’s like to fight for your identity. 

Poles spent most of the 20" century effectively erased from the 
cultural map of Europe because of the occupying Nazis followed by 
Russian Soviets keeping them as effective prisoners behind the Iron 
Curtain. For generations there wasn’t a recognisable Poland to speak 
of, except in people’s memories. 

But those memories were what kept the spirit of their country 
alive and thankfully there were enough patriots clinging to their 
national story to pass that heritage down through their children and 
grandchildren. 

It’s certainly had a huge effect on the Poland of today. They are 
continually threatened and bullied by the EU establishment for 
refusing to accept mass Muslim immigration, in the style of Angela 
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Merkel and Germany. And that’s just one aspect of their stand-off 
with Brussels. 

They insist on their courts having supremacy over EU lawmakers 
and don’t seem to me to be the type of people to cave in. The Polish 
people fought too hard and for too long to let national sovereignty be 
dictated by a bunch of unelected bureaucrats — and especially 
bureaucrats from countries that once either conquered or abandoned 
them. However that eventually works out, they’re not going to open 
their borders to undocumented masses from a culture they simply 
don’t see as being compatible with theirs. 

I interviewed a Polish man who thought our older generation 
‘knew’ the realities of the wider world. He said they understood 
hardship, making sacrifices, working hard for what they wanted in 
life and what pride means — pride in your family, your community, 
your country. 

“Your younger ones are lost,” he said. “They have no identity, 
they don’t know who they are. It is sad.” 

In late 2021 the crazy Belarus president Alexander Lukashenko 
decided he’d usher thousands of mostly Syrian and Iraqi migrants 
into the EU, specifically over their border with Poland. With almost 
every other EU state he’d have done it too. The Poles just said no. 
They simply stood guard at their borders and refused to budge an 
inch. They faced Lukashenko down. And when it became clear they 
weren’t listening to anyone trying to persuade them otherwise, the 
so-called refugees were all flown home. That’s how you do it. 

Back here in our prosperous, progressive, liberally ‘enlightened’ 
country however, that very idea has become toxic. Our young people 
are taught to be ashamed of the Empire, the Commonwealth and I 
find that shameful. I think we can forget any historical pride in 
having been the mother of parliamentary democracy. Forget the 
wonders of the industrial revolution that transformed the world. 

And don’t even think of mentioning 1940, Winston Churchill and 
the unbelievable sacrifices Britons made to keep the world free from 
Nazi domination. Who cares about that when you can find a statue of 
a long dead slave trader to represent all of the UK’s evils? 
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I was walking round Dresden with my wife some time ago and it 
was beautiful and although it’s a sizeable city, it felt like a good place 
to be. There was no evidence of the gang culture that infests parts of 
London and our other major cities. What we saw were good people 
living in peaceful communities, but as the Pegida movement has 
shown, so many of its people remain concerned about the threats to 
their way of life. Is it really so wrong to express those concerns in 
non-violent ways? To some people it clearly is. 

One thing struck me when I was back out in Dresden with Lutz 
Bachmann in October 2021 for the 7 anniversary of their Monday 
night gatherings, which these days are every two weeks. There were 
about 5,000 people there, again walking together as companions, 
listening attentively to the speakers, of which I was one. 

What I noticed and which gave me something to think about, was 
that the average age of these concerned citizens was probably around 
60. You look at the Antifa mob in this country and their age profile is 
probably 25. If they’re the future, then it’s a worry. 


Just consider the example of the Polish people, the concern of many 
older Germans, and then compare it with the most glaring example 
of Britain’s lost generation, the London of today. Black Lives Matter 
to middle class young people with their banners, marches and 
graffiti, but black lives don’t seem to matter to the knife-carrying 
young men of the capital. 

The almost daily murders are on an horrific scale. However 
uncomfortable it might be to confront this truth, one community tops 
the charts as both victim and criminal. Someone will probably try to 
twist that into a race-hate comment. It isn’t. It’s a tragic fact. 

I watched a video of London mayor Sadiq Khan being quizzed 
about the rocketing crime statistics since he was elected in 2016. 
Knife and gun offences, robberies, rapes, murders ... all going 
through the roof on his watch. 

And his response? That London was a safer place with him as 
mayor. I swear, he said it and he kept a straight face too. What goes 
on inside these people’s heads? 
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No one looks like having an answer, mostly because no one dare 
raise and discuss the destruction of the family unit. And that has to 
be at least part of the problem London has. Where are the father 
figures for so many of those young men lost in the inner-city chaos? 
Where’s the discipline in the home? Because there’s certainly no 
discipline at school, in the event that this generation of lost young 
men and boys actually go to school. 

But we’re not even allowed to talk about it. It’s taboo. A woman 
has a right to choose to raise her own family and it is society’s duty 
to enable that. And if she is a hard worker, maybe doing a second job 
of an evening, and her teenage boy is out riding mopeds, robbing 
people, dealing coke or smack and getting on the wrong side of some 
bigger villain, with a sharper knife, it’s nobody’s fault. It’s certainly 
none of our business. 

Well, I say that. In a perverse way it is our business because it’s 
usually our fault, according to people like Sadiq Khan. It’s the 
privileged white establishment’s fault for abandoning those 
youngsters to their criminal ways. So we’re guilty without even 
being allowed a say in things. 

As uncomfortable and un-PC as it also is, it’s also inescapable 
that the violence and ‘life is cheap’ attitude goes hand in hand with 
high levels of immigration. A lot of people have arrived here from 
countries and states where there is effectively no law and order. 

When you’ve literally had to fight to survive, is it any surprise 
that the culture endures just because it’s been re-located a couple of 
thousand miles? Or is it racist of me even to suggest that? Probably, 
for the army of haters out there. 

If you know London, you’ll know that you can walk through 
Bangladeshi and Turkish neighbourhoods, Bulgarian and Polish, 
Ukrainian, Albanian — entire Jewish districts in the north of the city — 
Ghanaian, Jamaican, Russian, Chinese, American even. 

The sheikhs of Saudi and Dubai own entire swathes of the place, 
from Westfield shopping centre to Wembley Stadium, plus luxury 
hotels and even ports all around the country. Are people happy that 
so much of our country is foreign owned? I guess so. 
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And while there’s no doubt that mass immigration over the past 
50 or 60 years has had a major impact on traditional, working class 
towns and cities across the country, in London it’s been magnified a 
hundred-fold. It’s natural that new arrivals want to live close to 
people who speak their language, share their cultures and habits, 
worship the same God. It would be strange if communities of people 
didn’t congregate together like that. 

I have wondered why, so far, London appears to have avoided 
being exposed with regard to the grooming gang scandals we’ve seen 
elsewhere. The capital is certainly a migrant melting pot, but it’s 
distinctly different from the towns and cities where we’ve had the 
problem exposed so far. 

Those places tend to be largely bi-cultural, Muslim and white 
British. I don’t know if there is any proven significance in that, but 
you would suspect it’s more than coincidence. Maybe London’s 
authorities just have their heads buried deeper in the sand than 
elsewhere and simply don’t want to find the problem. 

For sure, I can’t imagine politicians like Sadiq Khan being keen 
to dig too deeply for fear of what they might find, and certainly not 
outgoing Metropolitan Police Commissioner Cressida Dick. I seem 
to recall one grooming bust centred around young girls at a 
McDonald’s in Westfield, but nothing on the scale we’ve seen 
elsewhere. I guess time will tell. 

The only thing we can be sure of is that anyone trying to expose 
such wrongdoing will be first and foremost treated as the problem. 
My cases are well documented but there’s no shortage of other 
victims and examples. Let me share just one with you. 

In May 2020, during the first lockdown, I went to court to report 
on the case of Paul Golding and if this doesn’t convince you we’re 
now living in a police state, I doubt anything will. 

In October 2019 Golding, who runs the patriotic Britain First 
group, went with some colleagues to Moscow on the type of political 
visit to foreign countries that our MPs enjoy all the time. 

When he returned however, police decided to use draconian laws 
which are meant to prevent jihadi terrorists entering the country, to 
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persecute him instead. They demanded he give them the passwords 
to his phone and laptop under Section 7 of the Terrorism Act. 
Golding is the definition of a patriot, and terrorism legislation was 
cynically twisted in order to target him. For three hours he refused to 
comply. Well, anyone can understand how pissed off he would be at 
that demand. 

The police gave him no reason for the intrusion, just the demand. 
You don’t even have the right to remain silent in those circumstances 
and I don’t remember any MPs or ministers putting that in an 
election manifesto. Eventually he was charged under the Terrorism 
Act. The case went to Westminster Magistrates and despite police 
officers repeatedly telling the court they had no concerns about Paul 
Golding being any kind of terror threat, he was convicted. Someone 
above their pay grade had no doubt ordered it. 

You see, under this drastic regime that’s straight out of George 
Orwell’s 1984, under the pretence of ‘protecting’ us, police now have 
powers unheard of in hundreds of years. And still the government 
keep voting themselves executive powers under the pretence of covid 
and the so-called ‘opposition’ just nod it through. 

When you try to enter this country, they can stop you for no 
reason whatsoever and demand access to all of your private and 
confidential information. No suspicions, no concerns, no reason for 
arrest, just some functionary of the Big Brother State deciding Paul 
Golding needed messing with. Paul was found guilty, given a nine- 
month conditional discharge and made to pay £750 costs. 

What I found ironic with the Paul Golding case was that the very 
same day he was up before magistrates, French warships were 
escorting boatloads of Muslim men across the English Channel and 
having a very polite handover with our own coastguards, who 
promptly ensured another few dozen potential terrorists received a 
safe welcome in England. I wonder if Metropolitan Police anti- 
terrorism officers demanded every one of those young men’s mobile 
phones and the passwords to them? Because these so-called refugees 
almost always seem to have an expensive iPhone or Samsung Galaxy 
despite their so-called refugee status. What do you think? 
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Just for good measure, when I went down to report the court case, 
I took a small security detail because I’d been warned an attack on 
me was likely. Paul Golding was similarly accompanied and both of 
us had spoken to the Met Police’s liaison officer to ensure this was 
okay, given the social distancing rules during the covid-19 panic. 
Quite predictably, when we arrived the police at the court building 
said they’d had no such information passed on and made us both 
send our security staff away. At least you’re not on your own Paul. 

It wasn’t long before I got a serving of the same treatment. I’d 
been over to Holland with a couple of mates and walking around 
Amsterdam I got the strange feeling we were being watched. Don’t 
ask me how I sensed something was wrong, but I did. An unexpected 
look from a stranger, then noticing the same person more than once 
... something wasn’t right. 

Not that I’d anything to hide, but mindful of what Paul Golding 
had been put through when we left for home I got rid of my phone. I 
was in the airport having gone through security and having a bite to 
eat in McDonald’s when Dutch police came up and asked what I’d 
been doing, who I'd been meeting ... I replied that they ought to 
know, as they’d been following us everywhere. They asked to see my 
phone and I told them I didn’t have one. What was that about? 

On returning from Amsterdam I went directly from the airport to 
visit Speaker’s Corner. If you’re not aware of a wonderfully brave 
lady by the name of Hatun Tash, look her up. Hatun is a Christian 
preacher, a convert from Islam, and she often shares her message in 
Hyde Park. It comes at a cost. She has been punched in the face, 
dragged to the ground and even stabbed. The man was aiming at her 
neck but — thank God — caused only minor wounds. He hasn’t been 
arrested, although Hatun has been twice in the past, surprise, 
surprise. 

I went to see her and took along some chocolates and flowers, as 
a token of support. I also took a 10-strong independent security team 
so as not to provoke confrontation with anyone there. The security 
guys even included three Muslim blokes. Needless to say I was 
promptly arrested, that time on suspicion of carrying an offensive 
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weapon. Well, fair’s fair, who knows what damage you could do with 
some Ferrero Rocher and half-a-dozen daffodils? 

It was bullshit obviously, but it soon became clear what their 
game was. They searched me and took away a phone I had and held 
it up as if to celebrate. Obviously something was going on between 
them and their Dutch counterparts. 

I pissed myself laughing though, because it was a phone I’d just 
borrowed from one of the lads. They threw me out late at night and 
luckily on that occasion a supporter was sat in his car outside the 
police station. He’d seen me taken away, followed, and gave me a lift 
home. Top man. 

That’s just one of countless such trumped-up harassment cases. 
Just a tiny, almost insignificant example of the State abusing its 
absolute authority. And if people are thinking, well that’s just you 
Tommy, one bloke, I can understand that. 

I’m sure plenty of people will think I ask for it half the time and I 
won’t argue too strongly with that either. Plenty of times I’ve been 
my own worst enemy, thinking one solitary bloke could take on the 
might of the State and have a remotest chance of winning. But time 
and time again, as I hope I’ve highlighted, the so-called law has been 
blatantly perverted. No regard for the truth, no regard for collateral 
damage inflicted on innocent family members, friends, children. 

Back to the point. You’ll see why I have zero trust in a single 
word or action that is uttered by anyone taking the State shilling. And 
here’s the thing. If they can treat me like that, what makes you so 
special if and when you decide to stand up and say ‘no’ to them? To 
tell them you’ve had enough? 

Because that’s the direction of travel and certainly where our 
friend covid was concerned throughout 2020 and 2021. The only 
question I’m asking myself is what they’Il use as an excuse to lock 
us down the next time it suits them? 
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25 — THEY’RE COMING For You Too... 


If the past 90-odd thousand words have brought anything home to 
you, I hope it’s an understanding of why I cannot trust one single 
part of the British establishment. Not the police, not the judiciary, 
certainly not politicians and none of the State’s other shady factions. 

What’s the old saying? Just because you’re paranoid doesn’t 
mean they’re not out to get you? In my case they have been for 13 
years, still are today, and in my mind most likely always will be. 

The basic rule of law? It’s a thing we should be able to take for 
granted, but there are exceptions. When necessary the law can be 
bent, twisted, broken, re-written and even imagined, to suit the 
State’s agenda. 

It’s been quite difficult trying to explain the many dramas of the 
past two years without continually referencing ‘covid’ and all the 
rubbish associated with it. For example little things like the libel 
trial, where Judge Nicklin’s face went as bright red as his fancy robe 
and matching mask, when he saw me and my team in his court room 
unmasked. 

He blew a fuse and demanded that we come back masked the next 
time, or bring a medical exemption. I tried — respectfully — to explain 
the legal situation, but he wasn’t having it. I sent him the actual 
guidelines. That might have been the government’s law but this was 
his courtroom. I could have argued the toss but really? Pick a fight 
with the judge who would decide my case? 

The lads put masks on to come into court. I brought the medical 
exemption. It only costs a few quid to get the letter from your GP, if 
you didn’t already know. There was one hilarious morning though 
when the court stood as Nicklin came into the room — and he’d 
forgotten his mask. He obviously realised, because he drew in a big 
breath, puffed out his fat red cheeks, and hurried to his chair before 
breathing out. What a dick. 

But everywhere you went and everything you did, covid had 
some kind of impact. I decided to leave the subject until last because, 
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let’s face it, none of us have a clue what’s coming next. Another 
lockdown? Partial lockdown? Getting near the end of this it seems 
not, although many countries seem to still be chasing a ‘zero covid’ 
that’s clearly impossible. 

One thing that has become increasingly clear though is that a lot 
more people now know what the State is capable of. I look at science 
and data on a daily basis, from independent sources all over the 
world. I’ll say this — whatever lockdowns are about, it’s not public 
health. ’ve not seen one reputable source or study supporting the 
fact they work and the same goes for masks. Quite the opposite. 

If I’ve felt like it was one bloke against the world at times, then 
that’s no longer the case. I have plenty of ‘silenced’ individuals for 
company since people have started waking up to what’s being done 
to us in the name of covid. 

When all of my social media was taken down, I couldn’t think of 
many people who’d experienced anything like it. American 
commentator Alex Jones was one major figure who’d been shut 
down literally overnight. Our real sin in the State and Big Tech’s 
eyes was having hundreds of thousands of free thinkers interested in 
what we were doing and reporting. Those people, giving our posts 
and clips millions of views, were one huge potential problem that 
needed shutting down. Again, silenced. 

My field was mostly Islamic extremism and the grooming gangs, 
but why on earth should the State jackboot be confined to that, or 
me? The answer as we can all now see is that it isn’t. The past two 
years have shown everyone the truth of that. 

A question for you. Have you posted or shared something that 
was judged a bit too thought-provoking and attracted a Facebook 
ban? A couple of days, then a couple of weeks or a month? Then 
gone altogether? If not, PI bet you know someone who has. Have 
you been banned from Twitter? So many have. 

Again, if you have any kind of an inquiring mind, you will almost 
certainly have followed someone who has been de-platformed, just 
as I was. You can go from having a global conversation one minute 
to being branded a non-person the next. And for what exactly? I’ve 
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covered the fake allegations thrown at me, but it can be any imagined 
offence ‘they’ take on any range of subjects. Facebook have even had 
to admit their fact-checkers aren’t even that, it’s just their lefty bias 
being applied. And there’s not much of an appeals process or an 
explanation as to what is behind it. Just there one minute, gone the 
next. Silenced. 

It’s difficult to have a fair fight when you’re not allowed in the 
boxing ring, not even allowed in the building. Good luck getting a 
few of your own punches in. And meanwhile their lying rubbish 
immediately sticks and spreads far and wide. Suddenly the lie is 
accepted as an absolute truth. 

Anyone would rage at being shut down without reason as I was, 
but now, today? Maybe they were just warming up with me, 
preparing for a full-frontal assault on any and every non-conforming 
voice. I’m just one ordinary lad from Luton, that’s all, but then 
consider that Big Tech silenced quite possibly the loudest voice in 
the world — Donald Trump. As I said earlier, if the President of the 
United States can be erased without any means of getting back at the 
faceless technocrats, what chance is there for the rest of us? 

Trump being shut down was on an altogether different subject 
than race, trans or BLM, but he would soon be just one big name 
amongst many as the global covid project was rolled out. 

I could probably write an entire book about the many and various 
covid conspiracy theories, but this isn’t the place to dive down that 
rabbit hole. Apart from anything else by the time I’ve finished this 
chapter everything could have turned full circle again. 

Who knows what’s next? What we can say for sure is that most 
so-called liberal democracies have become absolute authoritarian 
dictatorships, without a general election, a referendum, nothing. 
Countries supposedly on the front line against communism and 
fascism for generations have suddenly assumed the position. Who 
could even have imagined this, just two short years ago? 

The result has been the widespread bullying, victimising, 
coercion and finally blackmailing of ordinary people into taking what 
is still an experimental gene therapy injection. With every passing 
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month and with the same narrative being followed in virtually all 
former western democracies, you have to think it’s more than a 
simple coincidence. 

Do you remember early 2020 and those tv pictures of Chinese 
people in and around Wuhan keeling over dead in the street? What 
on earth was that? It might happen today when a jab gives some poor 
sucker an immediate heart attack, but covid-19? I can only guess that 
was the launch of the propaganda war on us. It soon picked up pace. 

Ours isn’t the only government to give itself unprecedented 
police-state powers, or the worst for that matter. I’m updating these 
last chapters right before going to print because just a few weeks ago 
the subject of vaccine passports and jabbed vs unjabbed was verging 
on civil war in some countries. I hope and pray it doesn’t come to 
that, but you wouldn’t put it past any government. 

But I still think we have to bear in mind the State’s mission to 
silence awkward voices. We can’t afford to forget. 

From the covid get-go a large number of eminent public health 
experts, scientists, academics, epidemiologists, vaccinologists and 
virologists around the world, were flashing urgent warning signs. 
While that pair of political mugs Johnson and Hancock were 
parroting “we’re following the science” on an hourly basis, what 
rapidly became clear was quite the opposite. They were following 
whatever suited the agenda of their hand-picked pals like Professor 
Lockdown himself, Neil Ferguson, and the two Big Pharma buddies 
Chris Whitty and Patrick Vallance. 

Everyone else who had a different view, however eminent they 
were in their field? Silenced. 

People like Dr Mike Yeadon, a former researcher and Vice- 
President at Pfizer no less, was quickly sidelined, another member of 
the awkward squad. Similarly blanked was Dr Robert Malone, 
inventor of the experimental mRNA gene therapy being used in the 
jabs. I doubt you have seen or heard him on the BBC. 

From Ireland, where they also went full-fascist, Dr Dolores Cahill 
is a former science professor at the University College Dublin. She 
was fired for speaking out and is now painted into the ‘mad’ corner 
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of anti-vaxx conspiracy theories with the others. I met her and what 
she was predicting was properly terrifying. 

If you really want to get inside some devastating insights into the 
background of covid and the vaccine scams, read Robert F. Kennedy 
Jr’s best-seller, The Real Anthony Fauci. Fauci has been America’s 
equivalent of Whitty, Vallance, our Health Secretary and any number 
of senior medical autocrats all rolled into one, for the past 50 years. 

Kennedy, son of the assassinated brother of JFK, is a lawyer who 
has gone after Big Pharma’s abuses for decades. He takes Fauci apart 
and points to his fingerprints being all over everything to do with 
covid, including its development in Wuhan, China. The book is 
available on Amazon and via Kindle in the UK, but you’re unlikely 
to find it in any mainstream stores or bookshops, not even in his 
homeland, America. It hasn’t been reviewed anywhere in their MSM, 
let alone ours. Ask yourself, why would that be? 

There are so, so many more people from all walks of life, not 
least the thousands of world-leading experts who signed the Great 
Barrington Declaration in October 2020, telling the world’s 
governments that their lockdown policies were catastrophic on so 
many levels. Many of them were immediately erased from public 
view. If I was pissed off, imagine how award-winning scientists and 
acclaimed academics must have felt? 

Doctors who quickly saw that generic and cheap over-the-counter 
drugs like ivermectin and hydroxychloroquine worked fantastically 
well on covid were threatened, sanctioned and ultimately struck off 
by bought-and-paid-for health professionals, all in the pocket of Big 
Pharma. And again, as in my case, these people were simply 
silenced. 

They were ignored or, worse, abused and labelled by the MSM, 
lazily painted into the anti-vaxx, conspiracy theory corner. At that 
point, it was clear to me — and many, many more — that something 
bigger and potentially more dangerous than anything mankind has 
seen, was going on. But what? 
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26 — THE COVID CONSPIRACY 


Before diving head-first into the headline covid conspiracies, it’s 
important to explain where my own information comes from. I’m not 
the only one who has given up on the MSM but thankfully there has 
been an explosion of independent media voices on the internet. 

Significant names with hundreds of thousands of followers who 
are de-platformed by YouTube now seamlessly switch over to 
BrandNewTube, Vimeo, Rumble and similar platforms. The truth is 
out there if people just want to go looking. Kicked off Facebook or 
Twitter? My Telegram and Gettr pages post dozens of links every 
day to breaking news stories and videos from the silenced and the 
de-platformed around the world. 

As soon as covid-19 started spreading its way round the world a 
lot of people immediately started flying warning flags as to what was 
coming. Many of those people had watched with interest something 
called Event 201 in October 2019. It was staged by Bill ‘the Vaxx 
King’ Gates, Johns Hopkins University of which Gates is a major 
funder, and the World Economic Forum, run by Gates’s buddy Klaus 
Schwab. If you haven’t seen or heard of Schwab, just imagine all of 
the James Bond baddies rolled into one. Except for real. 

Event 201 was a supposedly theoretical exercise to check the 
world’s readiness for dealing with the next global pandemic. 
Helpfully they used a new coronavirus for their exercise. They even 
kept a straight face when claiming this was all an incredible 
coincidence once covid-19 broke out a matter of weeks later. 

It’s worth reminding ourselves that Microsoft founder and multi- 
billionaire Gates told the world all the way back in 2010 that it was 
going to be “the decade of the vaccination”. He’d bragged publicly 
about the billions of his money he’d poured into Big Pharma. 

Gates is the biggest vaccine investor on the planet and his grubby 
hands are on everything about this racket including the World Health 
Organisation. If you don’t know Schwab and the WEF, they’re the 
globalist group of the planet’s richest billionaires and power-brokers. 


272 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


They’re the world leaders who gather at their annual knees-up in 
Davos, Switzerland, every January, where they line up to kiss arse 
and feather their own nests. What kind of people are on the WEF’s 
Executive Board? Oh, people like the head of the World Trade 
Organisation, the UK’s former head of the Bank of England and 
now UN envoy Mark Carney, Christine Lagarde head of the 
European Central Bank, Larry Fink who is chair/CEO of Blackrock, 
one of the world’s two richest investment companies with $10 
trillion — yes trillion — of assets. Then there’s the MD of the 
International Monetary Fund, the Director-General of the world’s 
biggest nuclear facility, CERN in Switzerland, Green-guru himself 
and ex-US vice-president Al Gore, plus many many more. 

For years now Schwab has been peddling ‘The Great Reset’ his 
global masterplan in which bankrupt countries (which includes most 
western democracies today) ‘Build Back Better’ by digitising money, 
having a global government and turning us all into walking computer 
chips. Those vaccine passports are just the bait on the hook, people. 

And as much as this sounds like science fiction, we’ve not even 
got to the conspiracy theories yet. This stuff is all out there, hiding in 
plain sight on the WEF’s impressive website. It’s Schwab’s plan, for 
sure. And if you think ‘well, the Chinese will never play ball with 
that rubbish’ consider this: Last year’s Davos meeting was virtual, 
held online. After Schwab welcomed everyone the opening speaker 
was Chinese Premier Xi Jinping. 

The man who happily holds a million Uighur Muslims in 
concentration camps, was calling for a world of cooperation and 
respect for all faiths and nationalities. He kept a straight face too. Oh 
~ and China already operates a digitised social-credit system akin to 
Schwab’s wet-dream. Just saying. With Davos 2022 also going 
online, Xi Jinping was back as the guest of honour. That is one very, 
very powerful and unelected gang to be a part of. 

One project the WEF is particularly proud of is its Young Global 
Leaders Forum, where it enlists and puts together influential up-and- 
comers in every area of globalist life. Some of its graduates? Try 
ruthless lockdowner and anti-vaxx hater-in-chief Jacinda Ardern, the 
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Prime Minister of New Zealand, and Christia Freeland the Deputy 
PM of equally ruthless Canada. Her boss Justin Trudeau and 
California’s tyrant governor Gavin Newsom are a couple more WEF 
toy boys. 

French President Emmanuel Macron is another WEF starlet, 
alongside executives at the top of the biggest banks, investment 
funds, governments and companies the world over. Other notable 
WEF names? Facebook overlord Mark Zuckerberg is on the team, 
Wikipedia’s founder Jimmy Wales, the President of the extremely 
secretive Rockefeller Foundation and hundreds more. Talk about 
being well connected. 

But the main strand of the great so-called covid conspiracy 
theories? They took root once it was announced that Astra-Zeneca, 
Pfizer, Johnson and Johnson and Moderna had all, virtually 
overnight, developed vaccines to deal with this pesky new seasonal 
respiratory illness. It also soon emerged that the experimental 
mRNA gene therapy of Dr Robert Malone was going to be used in 
most of the jabs. This was definitely not a regular vaccine. 

This immediately horrified hundreds, thousands of experts who 
pointed out that in decades of trying to perfect mRNA jabs to 
specifically fight coronavirus, it had seemed to work on animals. At 
least it did when they were first introduced to the virus. But when 
they were next exposed to infection the ‘jab’ apparently turned on 
their immune systems and accelerated it through their body. They all 
died. Every time apparently, from what I’ve read and heard. 

I find that a terrifying thought because the natural instinct is to 
then think, “so what changed in just a few months of 2020?’ Why is 
no one talking about that possibly happening in humans, somewhere 
down the multi-jab line? And if nothing did change ... well, I can’t 
let myself wander too deeply down that rabbit hole but I can guess 
one thing that didn’t change — the billions waiting to be made. 

Again, if those experts’ concerns are altogether wrong, why 
haven’t they been aired in the MSM and shown to be nothing to 
worry about? Because they haven’t. And that in itself is just as big a 
worry, one for all of us. 
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As if all of that wasn’t bad enough, every country taking the jabs 
had to give them ‘emergency use authorisation’. That recognised that 
the jabs were all still officially in testing and governments had to 
give Pfizer, Moderna, AZ and friends complete legal immunity from 
prosecution if people suddenly started having strokes, heart-attacks, 
going blind or dropping down dead. 

All of those side-effects have happened by the way, in horrifying 
numbers around the world, but again both the MSM and 
governments are deaf, dumb and blind to it. You don’t have to be as 
understandably cynical of the State as I am to question why that 
would be. Pfizer just refuse to sell their jabs to any country that 
refuses to indemnify them from prosecution. But their execs are 
absolutely 100% convinced of its safety. Sure they are. 

All of which brings us to the big, big ‘conspiracy theory’ at the 
root of all the others — that this is an evil plan to combat climate 
change once and for all. How? By wiping out the majority of the 
global population. 

I know. It sounds mad. In fact you’d have to be mad, in a way, to 
take it seriously. There are so many holes in the very idea, so many 
ways to just disregard it as bonkers. How on earth could anyone, 
however rich and powerful, put together a global conspiracy on that 
scale? 

It’s so far-fetched that it has to be straight out of science fiction, 
surely? That’s what I have to keep telling myself. Governments 
would have to be in on it and everyone at the top of this conspiracy 
would have had to be getting placebo jabs, anything but this 
experimental, potentially lethal mRNA injection. Surely you couldn’t 
keep all of that under wraps? Someone would blow the lid on it 
eventually, wouldn’t they? 

It still sounds unreal, until you consider that maybe the idiot 
political leaders themselves, the Presidents and Prime Ministers, are 
having the wool pulled over their own eyes by the evil billionaire 
bastards of Big Pharma and Big Tech? Who knows? I keep coming 
back to the simpler idea that it’s just about some very powerful and 
rich people getting even more powerful and very much richer. 
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But as mad an idea as the mass extinction possibility is, there is 
one national leader who would probably approve. In 2007 a certain 
Boris Johnson wrote in his newspaper column that planet earth 
needed to depopulate on a massive scale, but that people were afraid 
to even discuss it. It’s still on his personal website, October 25th 2007 
if you care to have a read. Maybe not so far-fetched then. 


As we approach the second anniversary of the March 2020 
lockdowns, what we can do is look back and at least try to agree on 
some ‘controversies’ (or conspiracies) that have been proved factual. 
They might be ignored or denied by cabinet ministers and the BBC, 
but we’ve now gathered enough data that some facts simply can’t be 
denied. 

There are dozens of peer-reviewed papers from around the world 
that establish the massive damages of lockdowns on all areas of 
society. It’s not up for argument, if only because there isn’t a single 
study to show the opposite. Lockdowns destroy the economy, 
people’s lives, children’s futures, commit millions of cancer, heart 
and other sufferers to miss life-saving treatments. The mental health 
cost is a global tragedy. Suicides are through the roof. 

It’s the same on a series of studies about the usefulness (or not) of 
masks. So many scientific/clinical papers show the damage, yet I 
believe zero studies have found any real benefits with regard to 
preventing infection or transmission. 

Hard data from countries and US states with the lightest 
restrictions versus neighbours that are lockdown fanatics have shown 
one general trend — they just don’t make a difference, whether 
everyone’s locked at home or going to sweaty nightclub raves. The 
strictest lockdown might buy a little bit of time but once the virus is 
in the population it goes through it. The data trends and models are 
the same, the highs and lows of infection, cases, hospitalisations and 
deaths almost identical. 

The lockdowns are pointless except in showing a terrified public 
who’s the boss and keeping them terrified. It’s a marvellous tool for 
would-be Hitlers and Stalins, but in terms of public health? Pointless. 
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They cause untold damage to both health and economies, but for 
power-mad morons like Scotland’s Nicola Sturgeon and Welsh 
muppet Mark Drakeford, punishing their own people is political 
Viagra. They can switch it on and off like a tap, and they do. 

Another ‘famous old saying’ moment: ‘Power corrupts. Absolute 
power corrupts absolutely’. Doesn’t it ever? 

There are other matters of fact for us to now reflect on. 

We know for certain that disgraced ex-Health Secretary Matt 
Hancock ordered hospitals to discharge infected elderly patients back 
into care homes in the first half of 2020. That action alone promptly 
wiped out possibly tens of thousands of vulnerable old people. Fact. 

We now know that despite all the multi-million-pound contracts 
awarded to their Tory mates for emergency-bought PPE, it didn’t 
stop hospitals and care homes being the place for greatest covid 
transmission. We know that for all the millions blown on Nightingale 
Hospitals, not only weren’t they used, no one bothered working out 
that there would never be enough staff for them. 

We now know that the care home industry (and NHS hospitals) 
got through about two-year’s supply of Midazolam in a matter of 
months back in 2020. Do you even know what Midazolam is? It’s the 
drug they administer when they throw elderly patients on a DNR — 
Do Not Resuscitate — list. Some US states have used it in chemical 
executions. 

That’s allegedly what very quietly killed those thousands off, 
while all their husbands or wives, children and grandchildren were 
forbidden from being with them at the end. Think about that. People 
were forbidden from seeing that their loved-ones were being 
systematically put down and finally whistle-blowers are starting to 
come forward. And guess what I saw recently — the government 
contracting for an increased supply of Midazolam! [ll bet that 
wasn’t on the BBC either. 

If someone wanted to describe all of that as genocide they 
wouldn’t get an argument from me. Meanwhile Hancock is now busy 
trying to rehabilitate his political career although for my money he 
should be in a prison cell awaiting trial for crimes against humanity. 
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Maybe he could share a cell with Tony Blair, another jab-jab-jab 
maniac who wants to demonise anyone saying ‘no thanks’. 

We also now know that as cynical as that policy was, the fraud of 
covid being put on the death certificates of anyone and everyone was 
shameful. Joe Public gets hit by a bus and covid goes on his death 
certificate. It’s increasingly being acknowledged that the numbers 
were ramped through the roof to justify the totalitarian lockdowns. 

With the vaccines it’s even worse. You can drop dead the day 
after your jab and you’re classified as unvaccinated because you 
haven’t had it long enough. Go figure. What troubles me though, is 
why people aren’t screaming from the rooftops about it? It’s as 
though none of it ever happened for most people. 

In the USA, I read that the CDC (Centers for Disease Control and 
Prevention) admitted that only 6% of America’s so-called covid 
deaths were actually from covid alone. Hospitals were handed 
fortunes by the Federal government just for putting covid on a death 
certificate, even more if they’d been put on a mechanical ventilator. 

I’m not getting side-tracked by the USA’s 2020 fixed-election 
theory here, but remember that all this was being carried out by left- 
wing (Democrat) agencies wanting to discredit Trump in the run up 
to the Presidential election. And they succeeded, fixed votes or not. 


Let’s see, what else do we know? 

We know that Bill ‘Vaxx King’ Gates’s foundation is the biggest 
individual donor to Imperial College, London, the home of Professor 
Neil Ferguson. We know Ferguson couldn’t predict the weather 
outside his house right now, not if he stood in his front garden stark- 
bollock naked. In every pandemic or epidemic for more than 20 
years, Ferguson — in support of his good friend the Chief Medical 
Officer Chris Whitty — has been wrong by unbelievable margins. 

SAGE would have been better asking Mystic Meg for likely - 
pandemic outcomes than trust Ferguson’s discredited modelling. Yet 
still his doom-mongering predictions roll on and on and get headline 
prominence in the MSM. Every single time. Bill Gates is also 
reputed to be the biggest single donor not just to the BBC but also 
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the World Health Organisation. You’d think the WHO would be an 
independent body, wouldn’t you? Not so. It’s little more than a 
plaything of Big Pharma, the people who stand to make a big fat zero 
from generic treatments like ivermectin, but have already made 
billions and billions from the vaccines. 

We also now know that the infamous PCR test is totally useless, 
despite still being branded in some countries as the ‘gold standard’. 
PCR’s Nobel Prize-winning inventor Dr Kary Mullis said proudly 
and loudly that it should in no circumstance be used to diagnose 
viruses/infections. Mullis was also absolutely scathing of America’s 
health ‘god’ Anthony Fauci. 

If you didn’t know, a PCR test takes the tiniest biological sample 
and keeps magnifying it until it can be identified. Mullis says its 
accurate up to about 25 cycles of being magnified. By the time it gets 
to 35 cycles it’s as good as useless. By then this tiny sample has been 
magnified literally billions of times and the test can be picking up 
any bit of dead genetic material. I think Mullis said at this level it 
returns results that are 97% likely to be false positives. Reputable 
scientists agree. It can make a bit of old, dead DNA look like 
something else entirely. Like a novel coronavirus in fact. 

So, at how many cycles do testers in Britain run the PCR, on a 
tiny microbe from a bit of snot up your nose? Freedom of 
Information requests have revealed that many health trusts run the 
PCR tests at between 40-45 cycles. Less than worthless. But very 
handy for ramping up the public terror when ‘asymptomatic’ positive 
cases are required. 

Sadly Mullis died months before the covid outbreak, because his 
views might have been valuable. At least they would if anyone in 
authority would have been willing to listen. Mullis apart, other Nobel 
Prize-winners still insist that there’s no such thing as asymptomatic 
transmission, that it’s just part of the fear propaganda, but it’s been 
repeated so many times that it’s become part of the narrative. 

I honestly wouldn’t know, but I would love to hear it publicly 
discussed at least. The bottom line is that by radically increasing the 
number of tests the government scares people into taking, it can 


279 


Tommy Robinson — Silenced 


make positive ‘case’ numbers suit whatever it wants to achieve. It 
apparently doesn’t mean any or all of those people are infected 
though. Not by any means. 

The last time I heard the NHS was in crisis (again) in mid-winter 
wasn’t because of Omicron cases requiring beds, but because half 
their staff tested and tested until they got a positive result and got to 
put their feet up at home for Christmas and the New Year. Hey, don’t 
jump all over me for criticising the saintly NHS — that was their 
bosses describing what the problem was. 

These are just some of the many things we now know, beyond 
doubt. And if it doesn’t quite justify that genocide conspiracy theory, 
it still raises a lot of questions. 

What I can’t get my head around though, is that if it isn’t a 
genocide theory and if it isn’t Klaus Schwab’s Great Reset, why did 
virtually every government go down identical routes? 

Sweden apart, why would every western democracy suddenly go 
full totalitarian, in virtually identical ways under virtually identical 
circumstances? If you’d told me any of this bullshit when I sat down 
to start writing this book, I’d have invited you to go get help. Even I 
would have laughed you out of the house if you’d predicted the 
rubbish we’ ve seen this past two years. 

I might even have called you a mad conspiracy theorist ... but 
maybe not. That’s because so many of those so-called conspiracy 
theories have turned out to be bang on the money. It’s no theory any 
longer. It’s a proper conspiracy of some kind, at some level. 

Pm not going to cross-reference all of these predictions. Just 
search the names and go off-grid if you want to check that what I’m 
saying holds up. But don’t rely on Google. They’ll just paint every 
single one of these free-thinking experts as quack nut-cases and anti- 
vaxxers. 

The bottom line is that while we can’t be sure exactly what’s 
going on, something certainly is. And you know where I stand in 
regards to trusting these people in authority. 
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27 — V FOR VACCINE, BUT NOT V FOR VICTORY 


Whether or not it’s an unthinkably insane plan to commit global 
genocide (every time I write that I shake my head and think it just 
can’t be) or a back-door way to introduce Krazy Klaus Schwab’s 
Great Reset, what remains unanswered is the great vaccine 
conspiracy. Because it’s clear to me that there is one. 

Have you had your jabs? Actually, I don’t want to know, because 
it is absolutely none of my business, or anyone’s business come to 
that. Anyone who watches my Telegram or Gettr feed will be aware 
that I fall firmly into the vaccine-sceptic camp, to say the very least. 
That makes you automatically an ‘anti-vaxxer’ these days, but that’s 
a piece of bullshit shaming that belongs on the same shelf as the ‘far 
right racist’ tag. 

We are told (again, if we believe the State) that some 90% of 
British adults have been jabbed. Those odds alone make it highly 
likely that most people reading this will have been jabbed, probably 
at least twice, and with each passing day that will be triple-jabbed 
because of the increasingly desperate ‘booster’ campaign. 

It’s not my place to criticise anyone who has taken at face value 
the promises and assurances of the hundreds of ‘experts’ rolled out 
by the State since March 2020. You know by now exactly why I 
don’t trust a word that comes out of their mouths and where you are 
in that journey of discovery is your business. But I think we can 
agree this has been a deliberate and successful psychological 
operation to terrify people, especially the old and vulnerable. 

There’s no possible argument there. And that’s where I draw my 
line in the sand — at people being forced to put something in their 
body that they don’t want and especially their children’s bodies. 

I know a great many people had the jabs simply so they could 
have a foreign holiday after a year or more of lockdown. I can 
understand why people would do that. I know many others who felt 
pressure either from family members or to protect vulnerable people 
they live with. I can understand that too. Many others did it just to go 
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with the flow, to do what the State was hammering away at them 
every hour of every day was ‘the right thing’. 

By the time vaccine passports became part of the conversation 
though, by the time this mandated treatment started being used to 
divide families, society even, is when I think people should have 
seen what was happening. This was no longer about public health. 

That’s also something more and more people are waking up to — 
that so much of what we’ve been told is based upon possibly the 
biggest conspiracy of lies we’ve ever known. 

I realise that’s quite a big statement. Well, we know Boris 
Johnson is a pathological liar. He’s possibly the first Prime Minister 
in history who could be called a liar and consider it a compliment. 

With the lifting of lockdowns people seem to have either 
forgotten or deliberately blanked out two years of State lies. 
Remember ‘three weeks to flatten the curve’ and all that bullshit 
about saving the NHS? We now know the main reason the NHS was 
in crisis was because so many staff were at home isolating. Not ill, 
but isolating. Very rarely were ICU beds at actual capacity, it was 
just available staff capacity. But with the benefit of hindsight we now 
know a few other things as well: 

1) The first jab didn’t work on its own, you needed a second. 
2) The second jab didn’t work either, you needed a booster. 
3) We now know the triple-jabbed are more likely to catch 
and transmit covid than the unvaccinated. No, not a 
conspiracy invention. That is NHS, ONS and UKHSA data. 
4) Israel has already rolled out its fourth jab and their 
infections are through the roofs, as are their deaths. If the 
conspiracy theorists — sorry, experts — are right, the more 
jabs you get, the more your immune system weakens. 


Putting all of that together, I just have to wonder what has happened 
to rational people’s thinking. ‘They’ are no longer even pretending 
that the jabs make the remotest difference to you getting infected or 
infecting others. They said it prevents serious illness or death but 
that’s hardly mentioned now, for good reason. The UKHSA and ONS 
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numbers say completely the opposite. Even then it’s worth 
mentioning that healthy people were 99.9% certain of surviving the 
virus anyway, before any jabs. 

Healthy children were statistically at zero risk of covid. I even 
read that a child was twice as likely to be struck by lightning in the 
UK than dying of covid. So why on earth are Johnson, Whitty and 
their globalist cronies intent on jabbing each and every child on the 
planet? Meanwhile, around the world, healthy elite athletes have 
been collapsing in unheard of numbers after being jabbed. 

These are still early days but there are red flags all over the place 
about unbelievable increases in cases of blood-clots, heart attacks, 
miscarriages and even cancers affecting vaccinated people, many of 
them too young for it to be normal. We already know the vaccine 
companies have been trying to cover-up the side-effects, especially 
Pfizer. Watch this space, because I fear worse is yet to come. 

Omicron’s been the variant flavour of the month in the winter of 
2021/2022, but it’s been a terrible disappointment for the doom- 
mongers. Hardly anyone’s died from it and a large percentage of 
positive covid cases in hospitals are of people there for something 
else. One big question is how long before they find another mutant 
strain that’s a bit more lethal? The Armageddon Variant, maybe? 


I’m near the end now and Boris appears to have been proven right in 
resisting calls for more restrictions over Christmas and the New Year. 
Pity the poor Welsh and especially the Scots who had their 
Hogmanay destroyed by Sturgeon. They remained locked down and 
their cases were going through the roof compared to England. 

Still there are protests and riots across Europe and countries 
where the lockdown fascists have pinned their yellow stars on 
unvaccinated people. I’d like to think Boris Johnson could grow a 
pair of balls and lead the march out of this madness, set an example 
for the rest of the world, but I reckon Boris just says whatever the 
latest person holding his balls — as in his wife Carrie — tells him to. 

And still every day commercial tv, radio and newspapers are 
rammed with adverts for the booster-jabs. They’re not letting up that 
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campaign at least. And they won’t. Did you know that as long ago as 
March 2021 the government put out to tender a £320 million covid 
advertising campaign to last possibly into 2023? 

How could they possibly know that covid would still be around so 
long into the future, if they’d already given us our miracle vaccine 
cures? Seems they do. 

Where next? I have no wisdom to share with you, friends. If you 
want jabs to feel you’re doing your bit, that’s your choice. If you 
want to dig deeper, go off-piste and source independent thinking and 
writing, then everything’s out there for you. 

I’m (still) trying to keep my nose clean and cracking on with 
finishing this major Telford investigation into a rape-jihad scandal. It 
should — should — bring a lot of people to long overdue justice. And 
not just the rapists, groomers and traffickers, either. 

I’m divorced now but still trying to keep my family safe and well. 
I’m still determined all of our voices will be heard, one way or 
another, but the pressures against all of us who dissent from the State 
narrative, for whatever reason, don’t bode well. 

All of this in a country, England, which more than 800 years ago 
gave the world this: “No free man shall be seized or imprisoned, or 
stripped of his rights or possessions, or outlawed or exiled; nor will 
we proceed with force against him except by the lawful judgement of 
his equals or by the law of the land. To no one will we sell, to no one 
deny or delay right of justice.” 

That was the Magna Carta in 1215. In the Britain of 2021 and 
2022 it has already been rendered meaningless. 

I hope I have in some way shown that in that struggle the State is 
not just my enemy and trying to silence me, but you and yours too. 
Stay strong. Keep the faith. Don’t let them silence you. Speak out 
against tyranny. 

And take good care of yourselves and your loved ones. 

Tommy. 
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